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Mail 


Dear Yeast Infections: 


I work. Do you? 

I work hard for my money! I sweat my ass off 
laboring for rich, attractive, well educated 
Republicans, and you, you faggot excrement 
throwing followers of Mario Cuomo, do not! 

If you butt reaming pustules think that I, a hard 
working, God fearing lover of all that is 
American, am going to pay my hard earned 
money for a subscription to that rag of pointless 
filth, anti-Christian sentiment and woman hating 
fodder, you are absolutely right. 

One more thing. I’m going to kill your fucking 
mother! I am your mother. Slut!!! Dog fists in 
brine. Kiss my whore ass. Losers!!! 


Sincerely, 
I.B. Mahn 
P.S. Mommy please change me!!! It stings!!! 


Dear Sandy, 


Please read this letter. Then do anything that you 
want with it, except to publish it. 

Two big envelopes arrived at our home a short 
time ago. One arrived torn and open. Even the 
metal clasp was open. The contents were ex- 
posed when your aunt was sorting the mail. The 
prominent "FUCK" on the back cover caught her 
eye. She felt obligated to see if strange material 
was coming into our home. 

I have perused the "comic" strip stories, the paid 
ads and the white-on-black sidebars with quotes 
from one ofthe stories, and I saw the Brutarian's 
overall emphasis on brutality. 

I'll try not to be judgmental and just give you food 
for thought. 

The Thomas/Hill controversy has made us all 
more sensitive to the harm inflicted on women 
from a distorted view of the man-woman relation- 
ship. Should women be portrayed as men's 
playthings? Should sex be portrayed, page after 
page, like a bar-room arm-wrestling match? Is 
brutality so trivial that Dahmer's killing spree in 
Milwaukee will become the next light reading? 
Sandy, a lot has been given to people like oursel- 
ves while many others have received a raw deal. 
Think about the women and children who have 
been beaten and raped and about teenaged girls 
burdened with pregnancy and about the women 
who are being sexually abused and harassed and 
about street violence by those devoid of basic 


human values. Should we publish articles which 
trivialize those responsible for these social ills? 
We are not obligated to publish sermons on 
responsible behavior. But we should look at the 
end we are trying to achieve and the means we 
use to achieve it. Does this end justify this 
means? Why do you "prefer to remain 
anonymous" and why didn't you want us to see 
it? Is it just a matter of taste? 
An entrepreneurial venture is a better reflection 
of a person's character than one's hired job. Is 
this the only way to express creativity, to satisfy 
ambition, to make a buck? Is this the best that 
you can be? Aren't your dreams and your future 
better served if you follow in the footsteps of 
Katherine Graham or Tina Brown or Helen Gur- 
ley Brown rather than in Larry Flynt’s? 
I know that my questions and comments appear 
to be passing judgement. I do not mean to do 
that. But I didn't know how else to communicate 
my thoughts in a manner brief enough to en- 
courage you to read this letter, a letter that was 
difficult to write. I've done it because I love you 
and the other Smiroldos. We all share someone 
in common . . . your father. If you want to talk 
about it call me at home or at work. 

With lots of love from all of us, 


Uncle Joe 


"Here's where we raise our food." 


Dukinski spoke as he led us to an enormous trench 
cut into the country side, at least a mile long and 
a football field wide. It was filled with water to 
a depth of about three feet, water we were just 
now wading into. 


"We decided on sharks for a lot of reasons," the 
old man continued. He was looking at my best 
friend who was standing so close to me that had 
there been a wall behind us, he might have been 
mistaken for my shadow. "First of all, they're 
pretty much indestructible. They don't seem to 
be affected by the garbage, even the radioactive 
stuff. And they'll eat just about anything." 


It was a beautiful day and we all looked off into 
the distance at the steam rising from the horizon. 
About fifty feet ahead of us, the water suddenly 
foamed and the vegetation danced something 
modern and interpretative. 


"I don't want to say anything but shouldn't we be 
wearing boots or something?" I asked the old 
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His face was shaded, unreadable as I 


man. 
turned. 


Just then, my brother - for it wasn't my best friend 
beside me at all I now realized but my younger 
brother - called out in pain, reaching for his lower 
leg as he fell into the trench. 


Wordlessly, Dukinski and I brought him to the 
bank, climbing up one of those stainless steel 
ladders they have in swimming pools. There was 
a tear in his lower leg but it seemed to have sealed 
over. The skin around it was pulsating. 


"He got a little one inside. Have to cut him," the 
old man said as he brought his knife out and took 
it to my brother's leg. Suddenly, a tiny shark, 
really more of a tropical fish, came out of the leg 
and slithered back into the trench. So did some 
of the brackish water we'd been wading in. 
When blood began to run out, Dukinski said, 
"He's alright," and taped the leg shut with a roll 
of flesh he said he always carried. "You got to, 
in this line of work." 


When I looked around, my brother was gone and 
only the old man and I remained. He said that 
dinner was ready so we headed back. 


Paul Most 
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"Stately States" by Stately Wayne Manor 
Part Two of Randy Palmer's "The Last Daze Of Famous Monsters" 


CELLULOID VOID w/D. Salemi, R. Palmer, C. Widener, G. Goodsell 
AUDIO DEPRIVATION w/D. Salemi, J. Kolb, S. Jeffries 
BRUTARIAN LIBRARY w/D. Salemi, G. Goodsell 
"Good Night at 5 A.M." by Dan Leavy 
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Front Cover Art and Assorted Idiots by Gary Leib 
"Midwestern Musings" by Greg Suss 

"Holiday Holocaust" by Jarrett Huddleston 
"Steven" by Doug Allen 
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"Helldate Chronicles" by Flick Ford 

"Life In The 90's" by Nick Bougas 
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"When you saw that everything was vicious and 
criminal on earth, why did you stray into the paths 
of virtue? Did not the perpetual misery with 
which { covered the universe suffice to convince 
you that I love only disorder and chaos, and that 
to please me you must irritate me? Did І not daily 
provide you with the example of destruction? 
Seeing which, Fool, why did you not destroy, why 
did you not do as I did?" 


Marquis de Sade 
Conversation between God and The Good Man 
From Justine 1797 


"Brutarian" is published quarterly by Odium Ent. For submissions and subscriptions: PO Box 25222 Arlington VA 22202-9998 
Editors: Dom Salemi, Sandy Smiroldo and Jarrett Huddleston. Special thanx to Jim Schoene the Brurtarian Librarian for providing 


many of the rare films reviewed in this issuue and to Carolyn Gallegos Miller for her invaluable assistance in proofreading. 


Subscribe to "Brutarian" only $12 per annum all checks payable to D. Salemi 
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Bs our national pastime? Don’t make me laugh. 
No sport is a truer reflection of American culture and 
mentality than professional wrestling. Baseball fans would 
probably scoff at the observation if they weren’t so wrapped 
up in arguments with their fellow anal retentives over "im- 
portant" statistics such as which shortstop was of most value 
to his team in 1938. 


Wrestling is the ultimate marriage of showmanship and 
violence. Which country is the world capitol of entertain- 
ment? The good ole U.S. of A. Who has the greatest 
capability to nuke the planet? Ditto. Sure certain other 
sports have flash (figure skating, gymnastics) or brutality 
(football, hockey), but none glorifies and embraces the 
combination of the two as wrestling does. 


On the surface, the grappling game reinforces the middle 
class mindset primetime network TV sells to Mr. and Mrs. 
Average Square every night. Pull for the underdog. Follow 
the rules. Good eventually triumphs over evil. 


But at a different level, wrestling also delivers the truth. 
People will backstab their own brothers if the price is right. 
You can get to the top much easier if you cheat. Being bad 
is a hell of a lot more fun than conforming. Ain’t that 
America, John Mellencamp? 


Readers who don’t understand why their reasonably intel- 
ligent, adult friends can be so wrapped up in the mat sport 
fail to grasp the key reason we watch: Hardcore fans pull 
for the "bad guys." 


Call it sadistic, antisocial, a cheap thrill or whatever. So 
what? After a frustrating week dealing with self-righteous, 
oppressive hypocrites, seeing a villain bash a chair over 
Donnie DoGood’s skull is downright therapeutic, a vicarious 
victory for those who refuse to buy into the American Dream. 


The narrow-minded "good guy" supporters often reflect 
the phobias and beliefs in stereotypes of whitebread 
traditionalists. Historically, villains’ nationalities defined 
how wrestlers were perceived. Italians were gangsters. 
Germans goose-stepped. Russians were cruel bullies with 
shaved heads (giving them that Kruschev look). Since the 
bombing of Pearl Harbor, Japanese were never to be trusted. 
Today Arab types are the culprits. 


The venom is not reserved for foreigners only. Anyone 
“different” is fair game. The rich are spoiled elitists. Black 
ghetto baddies have exceptionally hard heads. Gays have 
lisps and limp wrists and so must be vehemently denounced 
at the top of ones lungs, lest the guy next to you will think 
you are a pansy. 
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fares 


Baseball Bites, Wrestling Rules 


If that sort of thing doesn’t bother you, by all means tie a 
“Hulk Rules" bandanna around your pencil-neck and join the 
lynch mob. Be forewarned, however, as the type of person 
who would rather read Brutarian than Reader's Digest, the 
ringside rubes will consider you a pinko - which falls into 
the same general category as Negro and Homo. 


It's easy to point a finger at the powers-that-be and tsk-tsk 
them for condoning racism and its ugly brothers. Some 
would argue that they condition fans to behave in a certain 
Pavlovian manner and by presenting stereotypical characters 
encourage such behavior. A fairly valid point. 


Nonetheless, the general public is equally to blame. The 
closet bigotry has to already be there for the promoters to 
nurture and exploit. Like any product, all the hype in the 
world won't make a character a success (re: sell tickets) if 
fans refuse to react to the ballyhoo. Heaven’s Gate and 
Hudson Hawk have wrestling equivalents in Saba Simba and 
Oz. 


I bring up these biases not to condone or condemn them 
but to further illustrate the parallels between pro wrestling 
and the amber waves of grain. Where else but in a "melting 
pot" could so many prejudices exist? 


The wrestling clan has even had behind-the-scenes 
tragedies which bear an eerie similarity to those which befell 
one of America's most powerful families. A very charis- 
matic man who was renowned for stepping on a few conser- 
vative toes was murdered. Persons in the know believe, due 
to chicanery, his assassin still walks the street. Case closed. 
Another star had a highway accident resulting in death by 
drowning after the vehicle plunged into a river. More 
recently, a young man was accused of raping an acquain- 
tance. 


In baseball, they take a few months off every year, there's 
never blood shed and if you exercise your freedom of speech 
too loudly you're sent to the showers. Wrestlers work all 
year long, settle every dispute with violence and enjoy the 
Constitutional right to say "Is that your face or did your neck 
throw up?" on national television. 


To whom can most Americans better relate: A baseball 
player who whines about making "only $3 million" a year or 
someone like Terry Funk whose favorite description of others 
is "simple-minded?" Which skill is more useful in the real 
world: the ability to throw a curve ball or to pile drive an 
aggressor's head through the floor? 


Baseball, our national sport? Don't make me laugh. 


by Stately Wayne Manor 
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part two of 
Randy Palmers 


The Last Daze of 
Famous 


At the end of Part One, we left Randy just as he had settled 
in as the new managing editor of Famous Monsters. Unfor- 
tunately all hell broke loose in the Warren Publishing Com- 
pany shortly thereafter: Forrest J. Ackerman resigned, 
editors were replaced at a dizzying pace, James Warren lost 
interest, and the company began to do business in a hap- 
hazard and sloppy way. 


All of the Warren comic titles were created according to 
certain formulas. At one time that might have been a good 
idea, but in recent years it had served only to choke off the 
company's creativity which in turn drove profits down, 
leaving no room for expansion. 


One example: Warren Publishing Company benefitted 
financially by publishing a total of six magazine titles on a 
specific schedule because the printer offered discounted rates 
for a certain amount of work. If only five titles were 
published, the printing costs per title rose substantially. 
Therefore, it was to Warren's advantage to insure that six 
titles were always scheduled for publication on a regular 
basis. 


There was a semi-regular magazine called Warren 
Presents that helped fill this sixth issue gap. Each issue of 
Warren Presents was a "special" consisting of reprinted 
material from the regular magazines. Pantha, Empire En- 
counters, Alien Invasions, Dracula '79, Strange Stories of 
Vampires . . . all were single issues of Warren Presents. 
Usually these publications tied into movies currently in 
release. For example, when The Lord Of The Rings was 
released in the late 1970's, Warren Publishing Company 
created a new issue of Warren Presents called Ring Of The 


Monsters 


Warlords consisting of sword and sorcery tales reprinted 
from Creepy, Eerie, and Vampirella. At another point in 
time there was Comix International, a title which reprinted 
only color stories from Creepy et al., on glossy paper for 
$2.95 per copy (about fifty cents more than the regular 
issues). 

These magazines did little to capture new readers or 
bolster Warren's image. The regular fans knew them for 
what they were: old material hiding behind reprinted covers 
masquerading under new logos. 


But finally the company came out with a wholly new 
magazine to take that sixth publication slot: a spin-off of a 
continuing character from Eerie magazine created by Bill 
Dubay called The Rook. The Rook was mildly successful but 
failed to sustain itself after little more than a dozen issues. 
In order to maintain printing discounts it had to be replaced 
without delay, so Tim Moriarty brought out his own concoc- 
tion, The Goblin, a complete disaster which survived only 
three issues before Mike Schneider and Dan Tunick trashed 
it. 


Warren's editors became so caught up in these and other 
administrative and monetary efforts that creativity seemed to 
fall by the wayside. Imaginations stagnated and mediocrity 
permeated the Warren titles. Slowly, but surely, the fans 
began to drift away. 


Creepy, at one time a Warren Publishing Company 
best-seller, became by 1980 the worst-selling Warren 
magazine. The company was at a loss for methods to beef 
up sales. Moriarty wanted to introduce continuing characters 
into Creepy ala Eerie, which had featured continuing char- 
acters for years and was doing significantly better in terms 
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of sales. I suggested that we inves- 
tigate the possibility of bringing back 
"theme issues" before turning Creepy 
into a carbon copy of Eerie, but we 
never were able to test that idea: in the 
very last "Noxious Newspage" (the 
news/preview page that appeared in all 
the Warren comics), readers were in- 
vited to send in ideas for future theme 
issues, but we never got to read any of 
the responses because Warren Publish- 
ing Company closed its doors for good 
shortly thereafter. 


Early in November of 1982, Bill 

Mohalley, Tim Moriarty, Jeff Rovin 
and I each received identical letters 
from Forry Ackerman. Another ad- 
dressed simply to Warren Publishing 
Company read in part: 
FOR LEGAL PROTECTION for yourselves, | 
am hereby cautioning you not on any of 
your own initiatives to reprint anything in 
future issues of Famous Monsters (beyond 
#190) which I wrote in past issues. This 
is a friendly . . . warning that such ит 
authorized usage would constitute a viola- 
tion of my auctorial nights in the works and 
/ would immediately inform my lawyer to 
take action . . . My educated guess is that 
Mr. Warren would summarily dismiss the 
danger of any legal action ensuing, but 
should you choose to disregard my warning 
/ can only council you that you would do 
so at your own risk . . . My advice to you, 
if ordered by your boss to reprint something 
by me, is to do so under protest after 
showing him this, registering your protest 
in writing and keeping а copy... 


I was aghast when I read this. 
Forry was acting within his rights, 
Warren Publishing Company having 
no claim to his material anymore, but 
I felt as if I was losing a very dear 
friend. I was quite distressed about it 
and wrote Forry immediately, but he 
assured me that our friendship was not 
waning: "Му affection for you 
remains unchanged," he replied. 


Well that was a relief! But others 
he didn't feel as kindly toward: "If 
you, Bill (Mohalley), and Tim 
(Moriarty) tri-edit Famous Monsters, 
I'll continue to wish it well; if Jeff 
(Rovin) takes over, I hope it goes to 
hell." 


I don't know if Warren Publishing 
Company management would have 
chosen to reprint Forrest J. 
Ackerman's material if we hadn't 
received that legality laden com- 


. 


Publisher James Warren 


munication, but after seeing his letter, 
they definitely decided not to take any 
chances. Consequently, when the 
company wanted to work out the con- 
tents of its Film Fantasy Yearbook '83, 
we faced a slight problem. We 
couldn't reprint Forry's stuff, and if we 
reprinted articles by other writers, the 
magazine wouldn't be showcasing 
what it was supposed to: the biggest 
and best box office fantasy flicks of 
1982. 


Warren Publishing Company's 
management decided to reprint as many 
articles as possible which had not been 
submitted by Forry anyway. It didn't 
matter if the reprinted articles were 
about horror hits or misses. Thus the 
contents of Film Fantasy '83 featured 
pieces on The Beastmaster (by myself, 
sans byline), which was a terribly lame 
fantasy film directed by Don Coscarelli 
who had earlier delighted fans with 
Phantasm, and The Incubus (by 
Moriarty), another immemorable 
monster mash which had the distinction 
of being one of John Cassavettes' last 
pictures. 


Fortunately, Moriarty had written 
the articles Famous Monsters had 
published on Creepshow, Star Trek 2 
and Friday The 13th Part 3, which 
were three of the more popular genre 
titles of 1982, so we could reprint those 
with no trouble. Jeff Rovin's 
(anonymous) pieces on Halloween 3 
and Poltergeist were also re-used . . . 
but we couldn't ignore the year's other 
major releases, like E. T and Conan. 
There wasn't enough time to come up 
with newly written articles and layouts 
for this stuff either. 


The only quick fix solution was to 
have Moriarty and I re-write text for 
the previously published pieces on 
E.T., The Road Warrior, Conan and 
John Carpenter's remake of The Thing. 
The new text would be pasted over the 
text on the original layout. In this way 
Warren Publishing Company could re- 
use the photos and layouts originally 
run in Famous Monsters and Mohal- 
ley wouldn't have to redesign any- 
thing. 
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The biggest difficulty we faced with 
this scheme was writing the text to fit 
a previously established word count. 
Ultimately, we managed to do it, and 
on time, so Warren's managers were 
happy because the magazine was 
shipped just in time for the Christmas 
season. 


The final contents ended up reflect- 
ing a cross-section of 1982°s hits and 
misses. The opening piece was pure 
filler, written in response to Bill 
Mohalley's request for another Empire 
Strikes Back article. Although Empire 
was not a 1982 release, Mohalley felt 
that any Star Wars-related stuff would 
enhance magazine sales. It was my 
first taste of Bill's "tunnel-vision" 
when it came to stuff like this. (Recall 
Harvey Clarke's letter to Bill Dubay: 
"Mohalley drives Forry nuts with or- 
ders for articles (on) Star Wars. . .") 
Bill's intentions were always good, 
i.e., sell the magazine, but at this point 
in time running another article on a 
picture which had already been exten- 
sively covered in earlier issues could 
only be described as wasteful. 


Creepshow was an obvious reprint 
choice for Film Fantasy as were most 
of the other pieces. The Thing was 
included because, despite its failure to 
capture mainstream moviegoers' atten- 
tions, Famous Monsters! audience 
perceived it as a modern classic. 


However, even Famous Monsters 
fans generally derided Halloween 3, 
Tron, The Beastmaster and Incubus, 
and wondered why Warren Publishing 
Company had chosen to rehash those 
articles in the yearbook special. Of 
course, no one could ever let them 
know the sole reason those articles 
appeared was because Forrest J. Ack- 
erman had not written them! 


I found it disheartening to rely on 
such substitutions and subterfuge to 
help sell magazines. Of all the disap- 
pointments I endured during my stint at 
Warren Publishing Company, none is 
more profound than that of being un- 
able to see Famous Monsters #192 
published - the planned 25th Anniver- 
sary special. 

After Ackerman's resignation, 
speculation was rampant among the 
staff as to what exactly. was going to 


happen with Famous Monsters. Bill 
Mohalley knew Ackerman had recom- 
mended me as his successor - and since 
Mohalley knew, most likely others in 
the Warren empire knew too. I cannot 
believe that Jeff Rovin had anything to 
do with it, but for some reason the 
decision was made to name no one as 
Forrest J. Ackerman's editorial succes- 
sor! 


Officially, Famous Monsters //190 
was Forry's final issue. His "farewell" 
to the readers, which he asked be 
printed in its entirety, verbatim - or not 
at all - was rejected by the Warren 
management team. So I was assigned 
the task of writing the "Speaking of 
Monsters" page for #190. I was or- 
dered not to mention Forry's resigna- 
tion. "Don't air any dirty laundry," 
Schneider warned. So I wrote bullshit, 
but as far as the readers knew, it was 
Forry being his usual "pun-ish" self: 


m 
a= 
SPECIAL IM тнв BSUS 


Ten thousand photos, two thousand ar- 
ticles, and millions of words have graced 
the last 190 issues of Famous Monsters! 
From Abbot & Costello Meet Frankenstein 
to Zardoz. . . Abominable Dr. Phibes to Zotz 
. . Ап American Werewolf [n London to 
Zombie, FM celebrates Hallowe'en all year 
round! 


And we've only just begun to fright! This 
issue there's fantastic fotoe and tantalizing 
text on the exciting Empire Strikes Back, a 
super-preview of the scintillating Superman 
3, and a timeless tale about The Time 
Machine! Plus a look at the Moldy Mummy 
Museum, more on jarring John Carradine, 
and the conclusion of Alphabeast of Terror! 


Be here next time for a fearful earful about 
some terrorific New Year surprises! 


- Forrest Ackerman - 
That "fearful earful" of "terrorific 


New Year surprises" was the single 
allusion I made to Forrest J. 


Ackerman's resignation. Of course it 
was perceived by the readers as another ` 
of Forry's “throwaway editorials." 
Little did the fans know that Famous 
Monsters and Warren Publishing were 
one issue away from the catastrophic 
implosion of Forry's scientifictional 
smorgasbord of delightful and insight- 
ful verbiage chronicled in nearly 25 
years worth of monster magazine and 
horror comics! 

Forry's original "Speaking of 
Monsters" for Famous Monsters 
4190, which was rejected by Warren 
management, went like this: 


SHOCK OF A LIFETIME 


Whether this is your first issue of Famous 
Monsters or you are one of that rare breed 
of charter reader who has thrilled and 
chilled thru twenty-five fantastic years and 
190 nerve-gnawing issues; whether 
you've grown from childhood to adulthood 
to perhaps even parenthood in the quarter- 
century-long process; this is guaranteed (I 
won't even say gore-anteed, for this is far 
too serious) to be the most shocking 
editorial you have ever read in the pages. 
THIS IS THE LAST ISSUE OF FAMOUS 
MONSTERS / AM EDITING. Yes, you read 
right - and this is not a Halloween Trick or 
an April Fool Joke. The publisher has 
decided, since | have become a senior 
citizen, that it's time for a younger editor 
to take over and inject new blood. So 
you'll see a different signature at the end 
of Speaking of Monsters next time. This 
is as big a shock to me as it may be to you. 
But - "the Old Order passeth, giving way 
to the new." Check out future issues for 
innovations and changes. Au revoir, and 
may all your daydreams come true: be 
another Baker! Bottin! Carpenter! 
Clemens! King! Landis! Lucas! Spiel- 
berg! Don't smoke, drink or dope... and 
remain young at heart even when you 
reach sixty-five. May your meeting with 
Prince Sirki be long delayed and may you 
enjoy millions of frames of fantasy, horror, 
monster and sci-fi films the rest of your 
lives. Thanks for the memories. My Last 
Pun: Forry Get Me Not. 


Forry's farewell was later printed 
in Fangoria, after it became certain 
that Warren Publishing Company 
would not publish any further 
magazines. 


The first any of the readers heard 
about Forry's departure appeared in 
#191, the final issue. A sidebar ap- 
peared in that issue's "Fang Mail" 
column announcing Forrest J. 
Ackerman's resignation in carefully- 
constructed terms which was designed 
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to make the reader believe that Forry 
was just so incredibly busy with TV 
appearances, guest spots in movies, 
demands from sci-fi publishers, etc., 
etc., that he felt it was time to "move 
on to other interests" and therefore 
wouldn't be able to edit Famous 
Monsters anymore. It was a thinly 
veiled deception, but a deception none- 
theless. I didn't like doing it; I didn't 
want to do it, but it was what I was told 
to do, and so I did it the best I could. 
(Admittedly, I could have stepped aside 
and let Moriarty handle it, or even 
Mohalley, but somehow I thought it 
would do the least amount of damage 
to Forry's image if I wrote it.) 


FAREWELL, FJA 


Forrest J. Ackerman, editor of Famous 
Monsters for nearly 25 years, has relin- 
quished his staff position as Editor-in-Chief. 
Forry and publisher Jim Warren created the 
magazine in 1957. The first issue (current- 
ly valued between $300 and $500 among 
collectors) went on sale in the midst of a 
snowstorm in New York City the first week 
of February 1958. No one was more 
surprised than Forry and Jim when the 
magazine sold out its entire press run! FM 
became the source of inspiration for such 
similar publications as Castle of 
Frankenstein, World of Horror, Monster 
Mania, Fantastic Monsters of The Films, 
World of Famous Creatures, and dozens of 
others. Warren brought out Spacemen, 
Screen Thrills Illustrated, Monster World, 
Famous Films, and of course Eerie, Creepy, 
Vampirella, and 1994 - all made possible 
by the success of FM. As the decade of 
the 1960's progressed, Forry found himself 
more and more in demand, as a lecturer, 
film historian, writer and TV personality. 
He appeared on such shows as To Tell the 
Truth, Merv Griffin, You Asked For ft, and 
others. In 1974 and '75, Warren and Ack- 
erman staged the Famous Monsters con- 
ventions, which boasted such fantasy film 
personalities as Peter Cushing and Ingrid 
Pitt. Now after 790 issues of FM, Forry 
.has decided it is time to move on to other 
things. His presence will be missed, but 
the Ackerman spirit will continue to live in 
our pages! We at Warren join the 
thousands of fans and readers in wishing 
FJA continued success in the fantasy field. 
May the Force be with you, Forry! 


Somehow I talked Schneider, 
Moriarty and Mohalley into letting me 
write a "tribute" to Forry called "The 
Angel Among Monsters" for Famous 
Monsters #191. It was to be a sort of 
"farewell" to Forry from the New York 
staff. It also was designed to help 
smooth out the ruffled feathers of the 
readers who I felt certain would think 


that Forry had abandoned Famous 
Monsters and, by extension, themsel- 
ves. In addition, it was supposed to 
convey the feeling that no one on the 
staff really wanted to see Forry go, but 
since he'd "chosen" to leave, we all 
wished him the very best, mumbling 
heartfelt wishes in between sniffles and 
tears that cascaded uncontrollably 
down our cheeks which we dabbed 
away with crumpled handkerchiefs as 
we sadly waved goodbye from afar. 


Of course this was all bullshit. The 
only person on the staff who felt any 
remorse at all, I think, was myself. I 
found it amusing that Bill Mohalley, in 
designing the layout, used the Famous 
Monsters logo in the title, unwittingly 
suggesting that the Warren Publishing 
Company staff were the "monsters!" 


HOUSE DARK SHADOWS 


The opening page of Famous 
Monsters’ "tribute" to the man who 
virtually created the monster magazine 
field: 


The Angel Among 
Monsters 


by Randy Palmer 
Eorry's a Jolly Good Ackermonster! 
Twenty-five years ago James Warren met 
Forrest James Ackerman and created two 
new creature-comforts for fans who ap- 
preciated all that was gory and gruesome 
in the wondrous world of fantasy. 
One was FAMOUS MONSTERS. 
The other was "The Ackermonster;" For- 
rest J. Ackerman, Editor-in-Chief of FM for 
a quarter of a century. 
Curator of the "Ackermansion." 
Creator of Vampirella. 


Film historian. Literary agent. 


Archivist. Researcher. Anthologist. 
Guest speaker. 
Winner of the first "Hugo" award. 


Friend to the fiends who read his "crazy 
magazine." 
Possessor of the world's greatest collec- 
tion of things fantastic, things horrific. 
FJA was all these things - and more. Much 
more. 

ing forri 
"I started collecting fantasy memorabilia at 
the age of 9 with my purchase for 25 cents 
of a copy of Amazing Stories," Forry 
recalls. "Approximately 3 years later my 
mother was alarmed to discover | had 
accumulated a pile of something like 27 
magazines. "What on earth, son' she said, 
do you intend to do with all these 
magazines? Can you imagine how many 
you'd have if you continued collecting at 
this rate till you've grown up?'" 
By his own admission, Forry never has 
"grown up." He owns so many magazines, 
books, "pulps" and other goodies by now 
that, in a garage with room for 3 cars, 
"there's not even room to park a pogo- 
stick!" 
monster menagerie 
Forry has over 300,000 "things" in the 
"Fantasy Foundation," or the "Ackerman- 
sion” as it’s known to FM's readers. There 
are floor-to-ceiling books, fanzines, paint- 
ings, manuscripts, movie props, stills, 
posters, pressbooks, autographs . . . every- 
thing pertinent to the field of imagination. 
The /magi-Nation, as Forry puts it. 


He has derived his greatest pleasure from 
the collection not by simply owning it, or 
hoarding it, but by sharing it with others - 
like the readers of FM, who've thrilled to 
countless Rare Treats from Forry's im- 
mense file of fascinating film photos - over 
100,000 strong! 


"I got my first movie stills in 1930," Forry 
reveals. "About 10 of them were from 
Just Imagine. And I’ve been collecting 
ever since. 

When it was time to sit down with 
Moriarty and Mohalley and begin 
working on the "new" Famous 
Monsters, the first thing we discussed 
was how to modernize the magazine 
while maintaining the "flavor" of 
Famous Monsters? past at the same 
time. We concentrated on com- 
partmentalizing the magazine - design- 
ing new sections that were monster- 
oriented but (hopefully) diverse 
enough to attract new readers. This 
was Jeff Rovin's idea. A glance at 
Famous Monsters #191 will show 
what we came up with initially: "The 
Horrorworld Reporter," a standardized 
news section which Mohalley 
designed to simulate a newspaper 
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layout, "Great Moments" which was 
supposed to ridicule some of 
monsterdom's most horrendous mis- 
takes (and something which, had he 
been around, Jim Warren would have 
vetoed in a heartbeat), "Stranger Than 
Fantasy," "Role-Playing Games" and 
"Video Games" pages, plus a real film 
review page where we told readers 
exactly what we thought of the latest 
genre releases (another item which Jim 
Warren would certainly have nixed). 


I thought the finished product was 
okay, but something was missing; I'm 
not sure what. We were determined to 
try harder on Famous Monsters {192 
because that issue was to mark the 
company's 25th anniversary (Famous 
Monsters #1 was published in 
February 1958 and #192 was scheduled 
to hit newsstands on February 8, 1983). 


We got approval from management 
to go for a 100 page issue. This wasn't 
bad, but looking back to 1978, the 20th 
anniversary special featured over 140 
pages! I was hoping we could run some 
color pages in the 25th anniversary 
special, but "no, definitely not," came 
the expected answer. The company 
had just experimented with color pages 
and it had proved just too damned 
expensive. One hundred pages was 
"special enough." 

Since we had limited space to work 
with, I was determined to fill Famous 
Monsters #192 with especially choice 
material. One article I had been work- 
ing on before I joined the Warren staff, 
"Horrors You Haven't Seen," was 
something of which I was particularly 
proud, covering dozens of famous (and 
some not so famous) censored scenes 
from horror and sci-fi pix. What made 
the article so appealing was that Forrest 
J. Ackerman had lots of photographs of 
the censored scenes themselves (such 
as the giant spider from King Kong). 
Although we couldn't use Forry's 
photos anymore, we could reprint the 
ones which had already appeared in old 
issues of Famous Monsters - and plen- 
ty of such photos had been printed, so 
the article could still be a success. 


I searched out a photo of the elusive 
Dunwich Horror monster, which was 
seen in that film for only about four 
seconds at the very end. This item was 


purchased from our supplier and 
scheduled to appear in #192 as the first 
of a planned series I wanted to bring 
back to Famous Monsters, like 
Forry's "Hidden Horrors" of 
yesteryear. Timothy Moriarty took 
one look at the photo and christened it 
the "Snowflake Monster." He thought 
I had wasted $50 of company funds by 
purchasing it. 


I asked my friend Herschell Gordon 
Lewis if he would begin writing a 
regular column for Famous Monsters 
which talked about horror films from a 
professional standpoint and he agreed 
(though we both balked at the meager 
renumeration Warren Publishing Com- 
pany offered him: $100 per column). 
We had an interview with David 
Cronenberg, an interview with Cas- 
sandra "Elvira" Peterson, an interview 
with The Howling’s lycanthropic 
femme fatale, Elisabeth Brooks, and 


promises (from Universal) for an inter- 
view with Brian DePalma . . all for 
Famous Monsters #192. 


As the issue took on definitive 
shape, I wrote an advertisement for it 
and turned it over to Liz Alomar (James 
Warren’s personal secretary) for 
typing/distribution, but as you know, 
#192 never made it to the printer. 


While the three of us were working 
on the content of the 25th anniversary 
special, production assistant Lori 
Fancher began designing an advertise- 
ment to run in all the Warren magazines 
heralding the coming of Famous 
Monsters #192. Dan Tunick in- 
structed Lori to show the price as $2.95 
(plus 50 cents postage and handling) 
per copy, which was actually about 25 


cents more than it was going to cost on 
newsstands. When I mentioned this to 
him, Tunick said that it didn’t really 
matter because by the time anyone 
became aware they’d spent more for 
the magazine through the mail than 
they would have buying it elsewhere, 
it would be too late - and who was 
going to bother returning a magazine 
to the publisher just to get a 25 cent 
refund? 


I was dumfounded; I couldn’t 
believe Tunick was serious. But he 
was, and when I realized it I suggested 
that we ask Lori to add the blurb "Spe- 
cial Advance Issue Coupon" so the 
company could at least justify the extra 
charge by offering a "special advance 
copy" of the magazine. Tunick 
thought this wasn't a bad idea, and so 
into the ad went that line of copy. 


Daniel Tunick's working relation- 
ship with James Warren dated back 
about ten years or so. He was the 
company's "comptroller" and control- 
led the purse-strings in Jim Warren's 
absence. Dan was certainly not work- 
ing in any type of editorial capacity, 
but there was one time when he went 
so far as to help select the contents for 
a Famous Monsters Yearbook 
(#188), completely negating editor 
Ackerman’s selections for that issue. 
(Forry was livid when he found out 
what happened). 


James Warren himself never ap- 
peared in the office during my tenure 
with the company. I’d heard that he 
had "long ago lost all interest in the 
magazines," but certainly, I thought, 
he would come in at some point to 
manage his empire; it was, after all, his 
very livelihood - wasn't it? He did 
know the company was in deep, deep 
financial trouble - didn't he? Didn't he 
care? 


I guess not. Even though the com- 
pany was in debt to the tune of tens of 
thousands of dollars (according to 
Mike Schneider), Jim Warren's mother 
was still using a limousine for her daily 
grocery shopping and charging it to the 
company. This went on all the time. 

The stories I heard about Jim War- 
ren were interesting, to say the least. 
He was a different person now, I was 
told. During the company's halcyon 
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days, Jim Warren was a dynamo of 
action, wheeling and dealing and turn- 
Ing hundreds of thousands of dollars 
profit with his publications, pumping 
the horror and sci-fi market for all it 
was worth. 


When Warren thought he could 
make extra money and entertain his 
readership at the same time, he or- 
ganized the 1974 and '75 Famous 
Monsters conventions. Both were 
successful; both made money for the 
company. 

A year later he was negotiating with 
Hammer Films to produce a motion 
picture based on the Vampirella 
magazine character Forry Ackerman 
brainstormed. When Hammer lost in- 
terest in the project, Warren moved 
right along, first talking with the film 
producer/director Gordon Hessler 
about turning Vampi into a "real life 
flesh-and-blood character" and then in- 
itiating discussion with NBC about the 
possibility of introducing a Vampirella 
cartoon series for Saturday morning 
children's television. 


That was the James Warren of 
yesteryear. Today, things were dif- 
ferent. Today, was absolutely dis- 
astrous. 


No one could say why James War- 
ren lost interest in his publishing com- 
pany. Ackerman, who had known 
James Warren longer than anyone, was 
at a loss to offer any explanation. Dan 
Tunick and Mike Schneider were offer- 
ing no comment at all - a true sign of 
management teamwork. 


Tim Moriarty said that as long as 
he'd worked for the company he had 
seen James Warren scarcely more than 
five or six times. Moriarty called him 
""strange" and related this story which 
I suppose, he thought verified 
Warren's "strangeness:" 


Moriarty was getting a drink from 
the office water cooler one day when 
Warren came bounding by and acciden- 
tally brushed up against him, causing 
the drink to spill. Apologizing 
profusely, Jim Warren stooped down 
and began furiously mopping up the 
spilled liquid. Then, just as quickly, 
Warren apologized again and scurried 
off to his destination. Other than this 


James Warren as he appeared on the cover of issue #2 


single incident, James Warren had 
hardly ever spoken to Moriarty. 


Mike Schneider told an amusing 
story that supposedly took place many 
years ago. Warren wanted to hire a 
secretary and after interviewing a num- 
ber of young ladies for the position he 
settled on Elizabeth Alomar. Alleged- 
ly, on Liz's second day of duty, Warren 
spread about half a dozen vibrators and 
dildos across the top of his desk, scat- 
tered a few other kinky sex toys 
alongside them, then walked over to 
Liz's desk and solemnly asked her to 
straighten up his office while he went 
to lunch. Liz said okay, got up and 
went into Warren's office, and came 
out about fifteen minutes later. She 
never batted an eye. When James War- 
ren returned, he found his office in 
order, just as he'd asked. Whether Liz 
thought the set-up was a gag or not no 
one ever knew because she never said 
a word about it to anyone. 


There was another time when War- 
ren, sounding particularly worried over 


the telephone intercom, called 
Schneider into his office. Supposedly, 
inside, Warren was holding a vibrator 
in one hand, complaining that it didn't 
work properly. He insisted that 
Schneider should return the device to 
the shop where it had been purchased 
(Mike didn't know which New York 
City merchant was to blame for incon- 
veniencing Warren in this manner) and 
trade it in for one that worked. 
Schneider thought he was kidding, but 
James Warren wasn't. So Schneider 
concealed the defective merchandise in 
a paper bag and took it back, returning 
an hour or so later with a replacement. 
The replacement must have worked to 
Warren's satisfaction, Schneider 
theorized, because he never com- 
plained about it after that. 


Such anecdotes are amusing, but 
they certainly don't prove that anything 
was "wrong" with James Warren. 
Yet, at the time of my Warren Publish- 
ing Company stint, James Warren was 
acting very strangely, and no one could 
say (or would admit) why. 
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In one instance, Bill Mohalley ven- 
tured over to Jim Warren's New York 
City apartment which was located just 
blocks away from the office. (This was 
his in-town address; his actual home 
was located on Long Island.) Bil 
needed to talk to Warren about a prob- 
lem with one of the magazine covers. 
Mohalley knew that Warren was inside 
the apartment, but when he knocked, 
James Warren refused to answer the 
door. Bill listened, detecting move- 
ment inside; still, Warren refused to 
answer the door. Bill thought he heard 
the sound of the peep-hole latch, but 
Warren still did not appear. He kept 
on knocking to no avail and finally left 
to return to the office and work on the 
problem himself. 


This story seems to suggest a very 
paranoid James Warren - a charac- 
teristic unlike the Warren of old. 


Here's another strange tale: some- 
time during the wee hours of an autumn 
week night, the Warren Publishing 
Company offices were forcibly entered 
and some items were stolen. When I 
came in to the office the next morning 
I was told the company had been 
robbed. "What!" I exclaimed. "What 
was taken? Not original cover art? 
Rare back issues? АП of our glossy 
stills? What?" 

"Nah, nothing like that," came 
Moriarty's deadpan response. "But 
some papers are missing." 


"Papers?" 
"Important administrative papers. " 


What the hell. . .? Why would a 
burglar bother breaking into an office 
building to steal a bunch of administra- 
tive papers? It didn't make any sense. 


All day long Tunick and Schneider 
conferred with one another in hushed 
tones. Mohalley also spoke with them 
briefly, as did Moriarty. It was only 
much, much later that they gave me 
their opinion as to what had happened. 


Warren Publishing Company was 
in financial trouble. It wasn't some- 
thing that was going to blow over; it 
was serious business. The papers that 
were stolen were connected with these 
monetary matters. What Tunick and 
Schneider believed happened was that 
Warren himself engineered the break- 
in. They theorized that he had hired 


someone to rob his own company of 
these documents! Significantly, the 
culprits were never caught, and the 
documents were never recovered. 


What the true purpose was behind 
the theft of these records is another 
unknown factor in the Warren Publish- 
ing story. Mike Schneider told me that 
if the company could just "get over a 
$10,000 hump" there would be 
"smooth sailing" for 1983. 


But such was not to be. As of 
January 1, 1983, Warren Publishing 
Company laid off all its employees 
except management (Tunick and 
Schneider). Tim Moriarty's and Bill 
Mohalley's work schedules were 
reduced by over fifty percent - both of 
them came in only two days a week, 
from January until March, to "tidy up." 
There was still a slim chance Warren 


Publishing Company could get the ball 
rolling again; everyone would know by 
late March. But when the time came 
we were simply informed that Warren 
Publishing Company was going out of 
business for good. 

Nearly a year after the company 
closed its doors, on January 4, 1984, 
Judge John Galgay of the United States 
Southern District Court of New York 
sold Warren Communications Cor- 
poration (the parent company of War- 
ren Publishing) to Harris Publications, 
Inc. The remains of Warren Publishing 
were purchased for $110,790 cash. 
According to a letter Bill Dubay sent to 
numerous Warren freelance con- 
tributors and previous editors, Harris 
Publications took possession of all 
artwork and merchandise that was on 
the premises of Warren Publishing 
when that company shut down in early 


1983. At the court hearing, Dubay, 
artist Frank Thorne, who wrote and 
drew the "Ghita" strip for Warren's 
1984/1994 magazine, and Forrest J. 
Ackerman objected to the sale of this 
material, but Judge Galgay allowed it 
to take place anyway. It was believed 
that Harris Publications intended to 
reissue the Warren magazines, begin- 
ning with Creepy and Vampirella, as 
standard small size, four color comic 
books. That never happened, although 
a couple of issues of Vampirella ap- 
peared under the Harris banner. 


But what of James Warren? What 
has become of the most infamous 
monster of them all? 


No one seems to know for sure, at 
least, no one who's talking. Forry 
Ackerman has heard numerous rumors 
about Warren, but that's all they were: 
rumors. Two of the more persistent 
are: 


1. Warren was seen walking the 
streets of New York City, dishevelled 
and dirty, mumbling to himself and at 
one point stood at the end of a pier 
along the East River waving a pistol in 
the air and shouting that he was going 
to "get the bastards" who did him in. 


2. Warren gained about 200 
pounds, changed his name, and moved 
to the west coast where his present 
activities cannot be ascertained. 


However, in the summer of 1987, 
according to Forry Ackerman, Z- 
movie producer Sam Sherman received 
a postcard from Warren. It was 
postmarked from Egypt. Sherman 
received another card shortly there- 
after, postmarked from Greece. What 
was said in the postcards, however, 
Forry did not know. 


Will the mysteries surrounding the 
unique tale of the Warren Publishing 
Empire ever be fully explained? Will 
we ever know the fate of James Warren 
himself? I sincerely doubt that we will, 
but perhaps someone will pleasantly 
surprise myself as well as a lot of other 
Warren magazine fans and step for- 
ward with the answer to it all. Until 
that happens, however, all any of us 
can do is speculate as to what might 
have been if things had worked out just 
a little bit differently. 


16 


Brutarian - Vol. 1 No. 3 


Rare, early Steven strips from the upcoming Steven #5 magazine available from Kitchen Sink Press, No.2 
Swamp Rd., Princeton, WI 54968 
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Body Chemistry 
(d) kristine peterson (1390) 


Dungeons Of Harrow 
(d) pat boyette (1964) 


Unfairly maligned as a low rent 
Fatal Attraction remake, an unfair 
criticism inasmuch as the latter was 
little more than a hodgepodge of ideas 
purloined from Play Misty For Me, this 
Chemistry works largely because its 
apothecaries make no bones about the 
fact that their concoction is nothing 
more than sleazy sexploitation. No at- 
tractive gloss is put on this material; this 
is the stuff of late nite masturbatory - 
male and female - fantasies. Peterson 
and company like things down and dirty 
and they see to it that the proceedings 
never rise too far above that level. 
Marc Singer stars as Tom, a researcher 
at a behavioral institute that specializes 
in sexual studies. Happily married to a 
beautiful young housewife (Mary Cros- 
by), Tom nonetheless allows himself to 
be seduced by the diminutive and sexy 
Claire (Lisa Pescia) who has recently 
arrived at the institute as the head of a 
government sponsored project. Tom 
tries to keep the affair on a casual level 
but quickly breaks it off when he con- 
cludes that Claire is taking things far too 
seriously. Claire won't let Tom go and 
when he refuses to see her she starts to 
make life a living nightmare for him, 
barraging his office with phone calls 
and sending nasty little packages to his 
house, the nastiest of which, a video of 
Tom getting a blow job from Claire 
while tied up, is cleverly boxed and 
addressed to his seven year old son. 
Body Chemistry takes a little while to 
get going but on balance is a thoroughly 
enjoyable little shocker containing fine 
performances from an attractive cast 
especially Pescia who is marvelously 
creepy as the avatar of the sexy psycho 
slut from hell. 
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In a tiny, dimly lit chamber permeated with an almost palpable 
odor of corruption, an old man takes pen in hand to compose his 
memoirs. "I shall leave a legacy of decay and unspeakable horror," 
he ominously informs us as lightning flashes through the casement. 


Say howdy to Erin Fallon, the ostensible protagonist of comic 
book artist Pat Boyette's Dungeons of Harrow, a flick that opens in 
the aforesaid pompous manner yet quickly mutates into an eerie and 
at times disturbing absurdist film. Hurling incongruous and inanely 
mannered dialogue, portentous and florid narration, stilted movement 
and line readings, unbelievably shoddy special effects and inept art 
direction at a vertiginous pace, Boyette creates a kind of dementia in 
the unsuspecting viewer. It's as if The Theatre of Cruelty, desperate 
for ideas, decided to scour the madhouses for the most seriously ill 
and then prevailed upon this select group to collectively write and 
stage their own production. 


Fallon's story begins with him watching helplessly from his 
stateroom as the ship on which he is traveling founders off the coast 
of a small, unchartered island. Somehow surviving the consequent 
shipwreck, Fallon makes his way to a castle where he is told by a 
beautiful young woman named Cassandra that he has stumbled upon 
the fortress of Count Lorenzi de Sade. The Count, like his ancestor 
the Marquis, is hopelessly insane and to the somewhat dimwitted 
Fallon's credit, he recognizes this almost immediately: "His face 
bore the sallow pallor of a lifetime of dissipation. His eyes held that 
familiar paranoid glint of royal inbreeding that left no doubt - Yes! 
My host was quite mad!" Yet inasmuch as everyone in the film speaks 
in this ridiculously fustian style, the viewer will also conclude without 
a moment's hesitation that all the speakers are mad. The fun comes 
in watching the characters pretend they are sane while trying to kill 
each other in the most moronic way possible. There are beatings with 
whips and torches, slow torture by cliche and sarcasm, infection with 
leprosy, battles with real and imagined beings and after only Cas- 
sandra and Fallon remain standing, a "startling" denouement that will 
take only a cómplete idiot by surprise. 


Dungeons Of Harrow is a twisted, surreal marvel, a triumph of 
spirit and vision over technical incompetence and abysmal production 
values. A kind of art brut - crude, naive, pathetic - yet lacking the 
mystery and metaphor commonly associated with the art of the naive 
and the psychotic; perhaps art brutarian would better serve to describe 
this almost indescribable work. (Available from Something Weird 
Video; send $20 to Mike Vraney, PO Box 33664, Seattle, WA 
98133). 
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Ritual of Death 
(d) fauzi mansur (1990) 


This entertainingly risible splatter 
film which is gaining quite a cult follow- 
ing concerns an amateur acting troupe's 
efforts to stage a reenactment of an an- 
cient Egyptian sacrificial ritual. In order 
to do so, the ensemble must first steal a 
forbidden tome from a reclusive anti- 
quary. The theft somehow unleashes an 
evil force which takes possession of the 
leading man and causes him to dispatch 
his fellow thespians in all manner of grisly 
ways. Although the gore effects are 
rather ineffectual, there is enough blood, 
bile, breasts and beaver to appease ardent 
fans of the genre with one scene involving 
a hot middle-aged brunette, a goat's head 
and a bath tub full of blood that must be 
seen to be believed. (Available for 
$39.95 from Film Genre Video, 2033 
Airline Road, Suite H-2, Corpus Christi, 
Tx 78412). 


Satanic Attraction 
(d) fauzi mansur (1990) 


Brazilian director Fauzi Mansur's 
second domestic release is a far more 
polished and suspenseful effort than the 
aforementioned Ritual of Death. Here, a 
beautiful radio show hostess intercuts her 
samba spinning with a ghoulish, self- 
penned soap opera centering on the ef- 
forts of a twisted young satanist to re- 
animate his long dead sister through the 
ritual slaughter of curvaceous nubiles. 
When a copy cat killer transforms the 
morbid melodrama into reality, suspicion 
falls upon the radio show hostess. Ex- 
tremely gory - there are throat cuttings, 
skewerings and disembowelments - and 
featuring some soft core erotic scenes, 
Attraction adequately compensates for its 
somewhat cliched script through 
Mansur's energetic direction and, at 
times, arresting mise en scene. (Avail- 
able for $39.95 from Film Genre Video). 


Fear City 
(d) abel ferrara (1985) 


Director Abel Ferrara (Driller Killer, King Of New York) and 
his favorite scriptwriter, Nicholas St. John, again prove effective 
collaborators with this entertainingly sleazy thriller. Tom 
Berenger stars as a strip club agent whose clients are being offed 
by a psychotic martial artist with a mean misogynistic streak. One 
of Berenger's former clients as well as former lover is Melanie 
Griffith who is forced by director Ferrara to doff her clothes, as is 
her lesbian lover Rae Dawn Chong, at almost every opportunity. 
This would be reason enough to watch the film - except if you are 
a heterosexual female - but Ferrara has lit and shot the proceedings 
with enough cheap neon glitz to hold your interest during the 
romantic interludes and as a bonus has thrown in the fulsome and 
legendarily untalented Jan Murray as comic relief. 
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The Borrower 


(d) john mcnaughton (1991) 


Is it possible that the 
director of this abysmal splat- 
ter-comedy which contains 
few shocks and even fewer 
laughs is the artist who made 
the sublimely terrifying 
Henry: Portrait of a Serial 
Killer? Regrettably, this 
query must be answered in 
the affirmative, unless of 
course, there exist two John 
McNaughtons plying their 
trade in the horror film field. 

The Borrower begins 
promisingly enough. Giant, 
intelligent bugs on a distant 
planet decide that death is too 
good for one of its recently 
convicted criminals and so 
imprison the guilty grub in a 
human body and exile it to 
earth. What the creatures 
forget to tell our incarcerated 
insect is that every so often 
his head will do a double, 
bubble, boil and trouble 
number on him and then explode which coincidentally, transpires almost immediately 
subsequent to our intergalactic inmate's deposition on terra firma. Fortunately, an 
alcoholic deer poacher (Tom Towles who played Otis in Portrait) is available to 
provide a substitute, although not very sightly, sconce. After hitching a ride with a 
bimbette, the alien arthropod finds his way to downtown L.A. where he stumbles upon 
a wino (Antonio "Huggy Bear" Fargas) who decides to take this strange looking guy 
under his wing. 


At this point it looks as if The Borrower is about to chrysalize into a trenchant 
social satire with the wacked-out weevil as a kind of comic touchstone, but Mc- 
Naughton brings the narrative to a dead halt by introducing a mini-skirted, stiletto- 
heeled Rae Dawn Chong as a plain-clothes (ha!) cop and the movie takes the first of 
its many strange, dead-end detours. Suddenly, we are dealing with Rae Dawn's social 
and professional problems, her burgeoning paternalistic relationship with her middle- 
aged partner, her attempts to catch a psychopathic rapist and yet another blossoming 
relationship, in this case with a female cop who was assaulted by said rapist. While 
ineffectively striving to balance his myriad, inchoate sub-plots, McNaughton inter- 
mittently returns to our homicidal hexapod but only to show it pulling off a head. 
Then it's back to Rae Dawn Chong in some meaningless something or other and it all 
gets so confusing that by the time the film ends you're not sure whether you're watching 
a buddy-cop movie, a character study, a tale of suspense, or a slasher exercise. 
Certainly much of the blame for this mess must be placed on the screenwriters who 
give us not a single memorable line and only one or two interesting scenes (the ones 
in which the heads blow-up naturally) yet couldn't McNaughton have excised some 
of the irrelevant nonsense and paced his film a little better? 


Many film and horror zines are touting The Borrower as some kind of cult classic. 
Don't be fooled, there's a good reason this flick went almost straight from the 
soundstage to the video stores: it's an embarrassment for all concerned and it casts 
a baleful pall over what had once seemed a lustrous future for underground wunderkind 
McNaughton. 
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Mudhoney 


(d) russ meyer (1965) 


Many critics feel that this is Meyer's 
masterpiece due to its combination of delirious 
melodramatics and tight plotting. It's a 
wonderful film, savage, disdainful and hysteri- 
cally funny, but it is not nearly as amusing as 
Meyer's greatest work, Faster Pussycat! Kill! 
Kill!, which was released just a year after this 
one. Set in Jeter Lester Depression era Mis- 
souri, Mudhoney concerns the trials and 
tribulations of an ex-con named Calif and his 
efforts to woo the tantalizing Hannah Bren- 
shaw from her duplicitous, alcoholic husband 
Sidney. Not that Calif has to make much of 
an effort, for Sidney is a vicious, violent 
bastard. When he's not starting fights at the 
local bar or brothel, he's raping Hannah or 
pummeling her Uncle Lute. You see 
Hannah's supposed to inherit her Uncle's farm 
and Sidney figures since Lute has a bad heart 
he can get his grubby hands on the land prema- 
turely if he can induce cardiac arrest in Lute. 
What Sidney doesn't know is that Lute, who 
has hired Calif to help him work his farm and 
who is cognizant of the budding relationship 
between his niece and Calif, has placed title to 
his land and money in Calif's name. This is 
absurdist soap opera and Meyer milks it for all 
it is worth, piling sensational incident upon 
sensational incident and coaxing performances 
that are either monstrously absurd or hysteri- 
cally histrionic. And what can one say about 
the cast of characters Meyers has created? The 
angelic trio of Hannah, Lute and Calif are 
normal enough, but the subsidiary characters 
- the obese, ineffectual Sheriff Abel, the lame, 
hypocritical preacher, Brother Gimp, the 
toothless cacodemonically cackling madam, 
Maggie Marie and the assorted pinheaded 
products of generations of inbreeding - are 
unforgettable grotesques ripped from the pages 
of an abysmal southern gothic novel. And 
since this is a Russ Meyer movie we would be 
sadly remiss if we failed to mention the 
women, the beautiful, impossibly pneumatic, 
amazingly full-bottomed, sexually insatiable 
women, the raison d'etre for the creation of 
any Meyer film. Well, Russ gives you two - 
four actually but who's counting - reasons for 
utilizing the pause button on your remote: 
Lorna Maitland, the sultry star of Lorna and 
Rena Horten who was so luscious that even 
when she proved unable to transform her 
ponderous German accent into the lilting tones 
of a southern belle, Meyer, rather than lose 
such a sublime body, rewrote the script, 
changing Rena's role to that of a deaf mute. 


Rena Horton in Mudhoney 


Night Of The Bloody Apes 


(d) rene cardona (1968) 


Here's the perfect thing to pop into your VCR to warm up 
the crowd before Wrestlemania XLVII or Halloween Havoc 
XCII, a mindless, gory and hilarious Mexican horror flick that 
possesses nary a jot of socially redeeming value but ample doses 
of nudity, female grappling and amateurish special effects. The 
wigged-out plot has an aging surgeon transplanting a gorilla's 
heart into his son who is dying of an incurable disease (that 
always works). The youngster survives but he quickly trans- 
mogrifies into something resembling Michael J. Pollard with 
fangs and a bad haircut. Our ape man gets loose and proceeds 
to prowl the city raping attractive women and ripping noses, 
adam's apples and heads off elderly men. A rugged but rather 
dim cop who is dating a masked wrestling woman, who likes to 
talk to him on the phone while nude, brings the hirsute hominoid 
down but not before we are forced to watch his girl throw a 
number of muscular women around the ring. Believe me, it's 
even more incredible than I make it sound. 
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Earth Vs. The Spider (1958) and Tormented (1960) 


(d) Bert Gordon 


Somehow, despite attending the University of Wiscon- 
sin, one of the finest liberal arts universities in the country, 
Bert Gordon still managed to make some of the silliest 
movies in the history of the cinema. Beginning his profes- 
sional career as a producer of commercials, Bert graduated 
to production supervisor of the television series Racket 
Squad. Shortly thereafter, he was able to scrape together 
enough money to make his first film, the little seen Serpent 
Island (1954) for which he scripted, directed and designed 
the special effects. Gordon's next effort, King Dinosaur 
(1955), featured an armadillo and a Gila monster as the 
reptilian stars and was a big hit. The success of this film 
enabled Gordon to gain financing for the works for which 
he is most fondly (or rebarbatively) remembered: The 
Beginning of The End (1957) - giant grasshoppers attack 
Chicago; The Amazing Colossal Man (1957) - a big, big, 
big guy in diapers attacks Las Vegas; and the sequel, War 
of The Colossal Beast (1958) - the same big lug missing 
half his face as a result of a fall from the Hoover Dam in 
the finale of the first picture, invades Mexico and attacks 
a small town. These pictures all shared far fetched narra- 
tives, terrible special effects, cheesy rear screen projection 
and inane acting. Who can forget the pretentious perfor- 
mance of Peter Graves in Beginning of The End, solemnly 
intoning his lines as if he was Lear bearing the corpse of 
Cordelia, or some nameless actor as a TV anchorman 
pulling back a window curtain in the studio during a 
newscast to reveal the colossal man stomping around right 
outside, and rather than running in terror, totally non- 
plussed, turning to the camera, and histrionically exclaim- 
ing: "Just look at the size of him ladies and gentlemen! 
Have you ever seen anything so big?" 


Earth vs. The Spider which is another of Columbia's 
Drive In Classic AIP releases is a film that must have 
embarrassed even the imperturbable Gordon upon release. 
And it's hardly "earth" engaged in mortal combat, it's 
Nowheresville, USA ineptly battling one incredibly slow- 
moving, giant black widow. The spider is first espied by 
two obnoxious teenagers while they are playing around in 
a remarkably well lit (Carlsbad Caverns) abandoned cave. 
The duo escapes the abdominous arachnid and forces the 


to convincing us that our monster is in the same frame as 
his potential victims. 


Tormented (1960) is Gordon's masterpiece - at least 
when considered in light of the rest of his oeuvre - an 
atmospheric and entertaining little spook show that at times 
is genuinely creepy. Richard (Creature From The Black 
Lagoon) Carlson stars as Tom, an impoverished jazz pianist 
who is vacationing on an island with his filthy rich fiance 
Meg. What Meg doesn't know is that Tom is making the 
beast with two backs with a local chanteuse named Vi, a 
breathtakingly buxom blonde bombshell. As Tormented 
opens, we find Tom in the process of informing Vi during 
an assignation at the summit of a dilapidated lighthouse that 
he intends to dump her in favor of the horse-faced Meg. 
Terribly upset, the vitriolic Vi threatens to go to Meg but 
as she is issuing her caveats, a rusted railing on which she 
is leaning gives way causing her to hurtle backward into 
space. After performing what must have been a mid-air 
somersault, the vixenish Vi purchases a precarious hold on 
the railing and begs Tom to save her. Tom sizing up and 
then seizing the moment, refuses to grab hold of Vi, 
allowing her to fall to her death in the craggy surf below. 
This proves to be a terrible decision on Tom's part as Vi 
appears shortly thereafter and begins to haunt Tom in all 
manner of bizarre ways, sometimes allowing only a part of 
her body to materialize. Tormented benefits from a strong 
performance by the iron-jawed Carlson and from the loopy 
direction of Gordon who, for once, keeps things moving at 
a brisk pace. The cinematography by Laszlo Kovacs (Easy 
Rider, Five Easy Pieces, Close Encounters) juggles a 
baleful, romantic look, particularly in the sunset beach 
shots, with an appropriately spooky and somber tone in 
many of the interior sequences, noticeably those in the 
decrepit lighthouse. Unfortunately, the hysterically jazzy 
score by the histrionic Albert Glasser often undercuts the 
mood of many of these scenes. (Available from Something 
Weird Video). 
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avuncular but dimwitted sheriff to call in some exter- EX 


minators to spray the hairy beast with massive quantities of 
DDT. Rather than burn the weighty web-spinner, the town 
elders put the spider on exhibit at the local high school 
where it revives during a rehearsal by a teenage rock band 
and proceeds to wreck havoc on citizens and city. Slow 
moving and unsuspenseful, Spider manages to amuse by 
virtue of its doltish characters who never fail to make the 
wrong decision, (Why does the teenage couple keep return- 
ing to the spider's lair? Why do the adults keep lighting 
packs of dynamite containing such ridiculously short 
fuses?), unbelievable dialogue (A mother tells her daughter 
who has just discovered that her father has died, "Dear you 
have to forget this. After all you have homework to do."), 
and atrocious special effects which don't even come close 
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How Το Make A Monster 


(d) herbert strock (1958) 


Taking a chapter from the Universal publicity book, 
American International producer Herman Cohen unites his 
teenage monsters from his Frankenstein and Werewolf pictures, 
thus perpetuating his adolescent horror cycle. To assure the 
success of this project, Cohen even enlists the director and 
screenwriter of the aforementioned Frankenstein to handle this 
piece. When the American International studio is sold, one of 
the first things the new owners do is dismantle the horror unit, 
giving the pink slip to its chief cosmetic artist. This proves to be 
a big mistake as the elderly and pompous make-up maven decides 
to enact revenge by placing a narcotized base on his made up 
teenage monsters which weakens their will and makes them 
susceptible to suggestion. The suggestion is, unfortunately, that 
these kids kill the executives who have just purchased the studio. 
When they are unavailable, the make-up artist non-plussed, puts 
the base on himself with the aid of his assistant, has himself done 
up as a caveman and goes out on his own to have a bit of fun. 
Director Strock given little to work with plays the whole thing 
for laughs and keeps things moving at a brisk pace. While not 
as accomplished as its teenage precursors, Monster is as enter- 
taining, and at times, as hilarious as anything produced by 
American International - "Ee-Ooo," the John Ashley number an 
abysmally ridiculous standout. An added dimension is the pur- 
ported behind the scenes look at the Nicholson-Arkoff movie- 
making methods and the witty way Strock utilizes props, posters 
and dialogue as an almost subliminal reminder that the entire Blood of Dracula 
effort is an AIP production. 


Blood Of Dracula 


(d) herbert strock (1957) 


Blood was the precursor to producer 
Herman Cohen's teenage trilogy, I Was 
A Teenage Frankenstein, I Was A 
Teenage Werewolf and How To Make A 
Monster and, by virtue of a poorer script 
and amateurish acting, the most laugh- 
able of his AIP contributions. As has 
often been pointed out by numerous 
horror historians, a more appropriate 
title for the film would have been I Was 
A Teenage Vampire, inasmuch as the 
screenplay concerns a rebellious adoles- 
cent nubile at a private girl's academy 
who is transmogrified into a bloodsuck- 
er as a result of being hypnotized by her 
malefic chemistry teacher. Soon after 
our hoodooed heroine is so transformed, 
her schoolmates begin turning up as 
desanguinated corpses. The one stun- 
ningly memorable aspect of these other- 
wise risible proceedings is the startling 
visage of the female vampire - widow's 
peak, gray flecked, bat-winged 
eyebrows, grotesquely flattened nose, 
and two monstrously oversized fangs. 
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I Was Α Teenage Werewolf 
(d) gene fowler, jr. (1957) 


I Was Α Teenage Frankenstein 
(d) h | strock (1957) 


Producer Herman Cohen hit pay dirt 
when he single-handedly invented the 
"teenage monster" subgenre with Teenage 
Werewolf in 1957. The AIP release 
generated "boffo" box-office and Cohen 
took the next logical step, bringing Teenage 
Frankenstein to a horror-hungry public one 
year later. 


Of the pair, Werewolf is the better half, 
due in no small part to Michael Landon's 
gonzo performance as a maladjusted high- 
schooler who unwittingly becomes the vic- 
tim of "mad doc" Whit Bissel's outrageous 
experiments ("The only way to save 
mankind from itself is to regress man to his 
primordial state." Sure, Whit.). Why Lan- 
don should revert to a wolf instead of, say, 
a Neanderthal, is something we may never 
know, but it makes for a decent thriller 
anyway. 


Jauyeg Apuey Aq 


Whit returned in Frankenstein in what is very 
nearly a reprisal of his role in Werewolf. Here, as 
a member of the Frankenstein clan, he saves the 
horribly disfigured victim of an auto accident (Gary 
Conway) from certain death, only to orchestrate a 
series of murders in order to provide his "creation" 
with a handsome new visage (Talk about a "np-off’). 


Teenage Frankenstein is pretty hysterical stuff, 
even if a bit gruesome at times, featuring blood- 
drenched limbs and such, which look appropriately 
gory even though photographed in black and white. 
This look was probably "inspired" by the release of 
Hammer Films’ Curse Of Frankenstein a year ear- 
lier. 


A favorite advertising gimmick of AIP’s - film- 
ing the climax in color so that theatrical posters 
could splash the word COLOR across the ad-art - 
was used here, and this videotape release preserves 
said gimmick (later used in How To Make A Monster 
and War Of The Colossal Beast), although the palette 
appears a bit pale, no doubt due to the cheap color 
processing AIP employed when the film was made. 


Incidentally, although there were other teenage 
monster movies made by other filmmakers - J Was 
A Teenage Monster aka Meteor Monster, Teenagers 
From Outer Space, etc. - Herman Cohen never 
realized his dream of releasing a film entitlled J Was 
A Teenage Gorilla. He did make a movie about an 
alarmingly hirsute adolescent, but he was forced to 
release it under the rather uninspired title, Konga 
(1961). 


Our loss, I suppose. 


| Was A Teenage Frankenstein 
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Kidnapped Coed | 
` (d) frederick г. friedel 


Kidnapped Coed bills itself as a titillating sexploitation film but it's really the bizarrely 
metaphorical story of two lovers seeking a place of refuge in a brutal, uncomprehending, 
nightmarish world (a startlingly original idea). Friedel, who also wrote the screenplay, 
posits as his knight-errant , one Eddie Matlock, a petty criminal with a crushing monetary 
debt to the mob. Unable to make his payments, Eddie kidnaps the rather plain Sandra, a 
boarder at a fashionable private school. After making a call to Sandra's father to demand 
$250,000 in ransom, Eddie holes up in a poorly furnished room in a flea bag hotel where 
he ties Sandra to the bed. However, the bourbon besotted hotel clerk tells two of his 
buddies about the couple and the duo stage a break-in on Eddie and proceed to rape Sandra 
while forcing him to watch. When the hoods momentarily drop their guards while 
disporting themselves, Eddie gets the drop on them, grabs one of their guns and blows 
them away. In his efforts to subsequently comfort Sandra after her ordeal, Eddie arouses 
a dormant passion in the girl. Friedel uses this burgeoning relationship as an excuse to 
launch the pair on a strange and disquieting odyssey, a journey that leads to places where 
violence literally lurks behind every door and the few agreeable people encountered appear 
dead to all feeling. By the end of their sojourn their relationship comes to seem the only 
sane act in an insane world. Coed’s deliberate pacing and sparse dialogue may make it 
rough going for some, but those with the taste for the unusual will find the picture 
undeniably fascinating. 


JI He only wanted the 
{my гапѕот- until he saw НЕК! 
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Nosferatu In Venice 
| (d) augusto caminito (1989) 


The recently buried Klaus Kinski, sans 
Max Schreck make-up, reprises his role of 
the undead count in this handsomely 
mounted Italian production. Summoned to 
Venice during a seance by a nubile descend- 
ent, Nosferatu leaves the Caribbean island 
where he has spent the last two hundred 
years to claim this young countess as his 
bride. The film while sumptuously lit and 
shot - noticeably in foggy twilight when the 
lambent lights in the Venetian piazzes over- 
whelm the screen with a mordant air - and 
possessing some classy erotic interludes, is 
rather slow moving and uneventful. The 
talents of an attractive cast including the 
aforementioned Kinski as well as Chris- 
topher Plummer and Donald Pleasance are 
largely squandered, particularly the latter 
who is given little more to do than ineffec- 
tually bellow and munch on an incredible 
number of pastries. Caminito, who 
produced King of New York, allegedly 
handed over the directing reins to Kinski 


R RESTRICTED == when he tired of the project (Available from 
ee TS Film Genre Video, 2033 Airline road, Suite 
stores JACK CANON - LESLIE ANN RIVERS : GLADYS LAVITAN H-2, Corpus Christi, TX 78412). 


Ы IN FRIEDLANDER 
FREDERICK R. FRIEDEL - Executive Producer IRWIN F 
IN COLOR · A BOXOFFICE INTERNATIONAL PICTURES Release 
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Two Evil Eyes (1991) 


The Case Ο M. Valdemar - (d) george romero 
The Black Cat - (d) dario argento 


This duet of horror tales now playing in theaters is 
a decidedly mixed bag. A horror anthology utilizing 
the talents of two modern maestros of horror, George 
Romero and Dario Argento, the finished product will 
dazzle, befuddle and bore many viewers as they will 
soon learn that Two Evil Eyes would be infinitely better 
titled One Lousy Eye, One Interesting Eye. Both tales 
are adaptations of Edgar Allen Poe classic short stores. 
First up is George Romero's take on "The Case of M. 
Valdemar." Adrienne Barbeau, looking old, ugly and 
withered, forever nursing a glass of gin in one hand and 
a cigarette in the other, stars as a rich old geezer's gold 
digging wife. With Valdemar dying interminably from 
an unspecified disease, his wife hires a hunk hypnotist 
to ease his pain with some sort of dippy bio-feedback 
machine. Valdemar kicks off and yet seems still alive, 
forever complaining of being trapped in some gray 
netherworld between life and death. Sounds mostly like 
being stuck in line at Walmart to us. 
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Barbeau tires of her dead hubby's kvetching and opts to 
keep him in the basement deep freeze. His loud, thunderous 
complaints from his icebox casket make for a hectic household 
tripling Adrienne's alcohol consumption and rendering her 
hunk doctor boyfriend impotent. Well, it's not long before 
Valdemar is up and about and it's back to the walking dead for 
George Night of-Dawn of-Day of The Living Dead fame 
Romero, but this story is so boring and lifeless your reviewer 
found slamming the theater exit door to be the high point of 
this yawner. I would reveal the ending, but hell - there isn't 
one! On the basis of this shoddy vignette, Romero should 
seriously think about looking into directing something less 
demanding - like Depend commercials. 


Dario Argento's adaptation of "The Black Cat" however, 
shows the sure hand of an old master. While not making sense 
in the narrative department, this segment has enough visual 
flourishes to make up for it, which is the case with all of 
Argento's features. After all, one does not go to see Opera, 
Tenebrae or Suspiria for witty dialogue and clever plots; one 
goes to marvel at the orchestrated scenes of surreal violence. 


Harvey Keitel plays an artsy, pretentious photographer who 
specializes in capturing gruesome crime scenes. He is told to 
do something along the same lines but slightly different for his 
next book of photographs. He solves this dilemma by stran- 
gling his girlfriend's kitty for the benefit of his lens. Things 
get worse from here on out with Keitel's booze-soaked fan- 
tasies growing more and more frenzied (was this film partially 
financed by Johnnie Walker Red or what?) culminating in his 
girlfriend's murder and a double homicide. The innovations 
and visual delights offered in this section must be left up to the 
viewer to discover. 


In spite of Argento's episode, many film goers will wonder 
why, even with a scarcity of horror being currently shown on 
the big screen, Two Evil Eyes didn't go straight to video. 


A Hum ву GEURGE ROMERO enn ΠΕΙ ARGENTI 


“WHEN T WAKE YOU... 
YOU'LL BE DEAD.” 
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FROM THE CREATORS OF THE ORIGINAL “NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEAD" 
AND "DAWN OF THE DEAD" 


Brutarian - Vol. 1 No. 3 


29 


Meet The Feebles ` 
(d) peter jackson (1989) 


Showdown In Little Tokyo 
(d) mark lester (1991) 


This hilarious buddy-cop bonding film starring Dolph 
Lundgren and Brandon (son of Bruce) Lee failed to click 
at the box office for some inexplicable reason, playing in 
New York for only about a week before fading into 
obscurity. The rather far-fetched plot has Dolph, a 
samurai-trained warrior now working on the L.A. police 
force, teaming up with Lee to smash a Yakuza-run drug 
ring operating out of a downtown Japanese neighborhood. 


When in the course of his investigations Dolph dis- 
covers that the evil druglord Yoshida is the same man who 
murdered his parents, he vows to enact a bloody venge- 
ance. This is easier said then done however because this 
Yoshida is one mean little bastard. How mean? Well, 
when one of his many mistresses displeases him, he strips 
her clothes off in front of his men, starts to make love to 
her from behind and then cuts her head off. When one 
of his minions ceremonially cuts off his pinky for failing 
him, Yoshida snarls, "Is that all?" and runs him through. 
Fortunately, Dolph has Bushido master Lee - who is quite 
adept at light comedy - on his side and together they chop, 
sock, kick and when hand to hand fails, shoot their way 
through about six dozen men and eventually bring down 
Yoshida. Witty and fast-paced with terrifically 
choreographed fight scenes, Showdown is one of the 
finest potboilers made in recent memory and far better 
than the last three releases of martial box-office champ 
Steven Seagal. 


Meet The Feebles 


Meet the showbiz sensations the Feebles. 
They’re not your everyday sort of folk. 
There’s Harriet the Hippo, the prima-donna 
chanteuse, given to bouts of over-eating and 
homicide; Dennis, the panty-sniffing aardvark; 
Bletch, the walrus producer who’s usually 
boffing Samantha the pussy; porno queen 
Daisy the Cow who accidentally snuffs her 
cockroach co-star by sitting on his face; 
Trevor, the drug-pushing rat; Harry the 
promiscuous hare who contracts a debilitating 
sexually transmitted disease . . . and let's not 
forget the gay fox, the heroin addicted knife- 
throwing lizard, the muck-raking fly-on-the- 
wall reporter, as well as the many other color- 
ful characters they managed to keep off the sets 
of Fraggle Rock and The New Zoo Revue. 


The Feebles Variety Hour is due to air 
internationally in twelve hours, and predict- 
ably everything that can go wrong does: there 
are the understandable personality clashes, the knife 
throwing assistants who keep getting offed, and an 
emergency replacement musical number which is 
metamorphosizing into an unwanted paean to anal sex. 
All of this and gallons, oceans of every conceivable 
bodily fluid oozing from the cast. The results are 
alternately heartwarming, nauseating, and very, very 
funny. 
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Many reasons, the death of muppeteer Jim Henson 
chief among them, have left this one-of-a-kind New 
Zealand puppet film in cinematic limbo. Supposedly, 
the folk at Southgate Entertainment who currently own 
distribution rights have found The Feebles so offensive 
as to relegate it solely to Japanese laser disc. 


Having puppets engage in X-rated antics has been 
utilized before, as in Gerard Damiano’s Let My Pup- 
pets Come! (1976) as has the idea of juxtaposing 
hardcore decadence with innately innocent mediums 
(the Bakshi’s humorous animated adaptations of R. 
Crumb’s Fritz The Cat (1971) spring to mind) but not 
quite as successfully as here. The script, the work of 
director Jackson (Bad Taste (1987)) and four others, 
bristles with wit, as well as genuine shocks. The 
puppet artistry is professional, inspired, and in many 
ways superior to the workmanlike dreck of Henson’s 
Muppets Take Manhattan! (1981) of which this is an 
obvious parody. Several scenes play as coyly as 
anything on view on Sesame Street only to abruptly 
turn nasty and sadistic. 


It’s just as well that Meet The Feebles resides in 
limbo. Its true calling is on cable television, where 
unaware parents will plop down with their children 
expecting mild kiddie fare only to be bludgeoned with 
scenes of torture, perversion, substance abuse and 
"nasal sex." Now that would be cinema as a subver- 
sive art. 
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Nekromantik 


(d) jorg buttergeit (1987) 


Sometimes the whole is simply less than the 
sum of its parts; such is the case with Nek- 
romantik, a seventy minute West German in- 
dependent film suffused with shocking images 
and scenes of unrelenting depravity that in the 
final analysis add up to little more than sound 
and fury signifying nothing. Not that this fea- 
ture is a tale told by an idiot, Buttergeit is an 
intelligent filmmaker with a powerful visual 
imagination, yet his cinematic resourcefulness 
fails to surmount an impoverished muddle with 
inchoate themes and haphazard plotting. 
Buttergeit's story concerns itself with a diffi- 
dent young man who works for a company that 
specializes in the removal of corpses from the 
site of automobile accidents. While he doesn't 
exactly enjoy his work, the job does provide 
the young man with the opportunity to surrep- 
titiously pursue his hobby: collecting human 
body parts, a passion shared with a live-in 
girlfriend. One day after fishing a particularly 
fulsome specimen from a stream, our youthful 
ubermensch in a fit of inspiration, decides that 
an entire human body would make a wonderful 
addition to his collection. The girlfriend has 
other ideas; once she espies the putrescent 
cadaver she immediately gets the hots for it and 
prevails upon her lover to turn it into a love doll 
by attaching a lead pipe dildo. Well, you know 
the rest, girls always fall hard for a stiff and at 
the first opportunity this one blows the joint 
with the big lug sending her lover into a 
homicidal rage followed by suicidal despair. 
Buttergeit is obviously striving to make some 
grand statement about the connection between 
sex and death, the nature of love, the tenuous 
line midst reality and the imagination, and so 
on, but we are never sure just what his point 
concerning all of this 1s; he's not even raising 
questions really, just proposing possible sub- 
jects for future study. Nevertheless, there are 
just enough flashes of wit and inventiveness to 
arouse anger over Buttergeit's failure to spend 
time fleshing out his "bare bones" script: a 
constantly swirling pan to mock the rapture of 
the couple as they make love to the rotting 
corpse, lachrymose music and slow motion 
photography to undercut the pretentious 
denouement in which the putative hero realizes 
his dream of union with Thanatos and Eros, the 
bucolic setting as counterpoint to an unappetiz- 
ing game of catch between a disfigured man and 
his paramour, wonderfully realized sequences 
all, and all proffering the possibility of what 
might have been with a bit more stiff work. 
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Nekromantic 2 


(d) jorg buttergeit (1989) 


Jorg wastes little time socking you in the gut, opening 
his sequel with a reprise of its predecessor's gruesome 
semen and blood soaked climax. As the last name fades 
from the screen, we are suddenly whisked to a cemetery 
where we discover an attractive young woman disinterring 
and bagging a badly decomposed corpse. Carrying the 
body back to her modestly furnished apartment, the woman 
strips and cleans the cadaver and then quickly disrobes. 
When we next espy her, she is sitting on the face of her 
newfound stiff in the throes of ecstasy. Her happiness is 
short lived however, as she allows herself to fall for a nerdy 
actor named Mark, a dubber of dialogue and sound effects 
for American made porno films. I say short lived, inas- 
much as our heroine appears happier with the dead: when 
with Mark she constantly finds her fancy lightly turning to 
thoughts of her rigormortized roue; when she deigns to 
make love to her living lover, he must lie still while she 
slowly moves on top, balefully staring at a drawing by noted 
necrophile Karen Greenlee. Oh, she tries to forget, even 
going so far as to cut up the rotter, but then puts the penis 
in the refrigerator and hides the head in her closet. Torn 
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between two lovers, a decision must 
quickly be made; our lovely liebchen a 
little mad but ever resourceful, comes 
up with a revoltingly novel solution. A 
satirical love story, a causerie on the 
impossibility of finding love in a cal- 
lous and indifferent world, a hateful 
harangue on the excesses of the modern 
horror film, and a meditation on the 
relationship between eroticism and 
death, Nekromantic's themes find 
greater expression here, as oppossed to 
its forerunner, by virtue of an effective 
juxtaposition of horror and irony and a 
screenplay which furnishes us with a 
narrative that is arresting, witty, and 
succinct. Buttergeit provides just as 
many visceral jolts as in part one but 
here they are a logical and natural 
outgrowth of the story and so are far 
more effective and less obviously 
gratuitous. 


Nekremontie 2 
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The Undead 


nation, witches, warlocks and Satan (Richard Devon of War Of The Satellites, The Viking Woman 
And The Sea Serpent and Machine Gun Kelly). 

Hoping to prove that reincarnation is not a joke, a psychotherapist (reluctantly aided by another 
doctor) conducts experiments on a prostitute, Diane Love (Pamela Duncan). While under 
hypnosis, Diana is transported to the Dark Ages where she finds herself inhabiting the body of 
Helene, a women suspected of witchcraft. Jailed in "The Tower of Death," Helene is one of three 
women about to lose their heads to the axe man. Diana/Helene escapes, aided by a real witch 
(Dorothy Neuman, also in The Terror, Teenage Doll and Carnival Rock), a gravedigger and a 
knight by the name of Pendragon, who is Helene’s true love. Complicating things is another 
witch (Allison Hayes at her sultry best) and the devil. The catch to all of this is that Helene must 
die in the Dark Age or Diana Love will cease to exist in the present. Fearing time will somehow 
be altered, the psychotherapist enters the past to help his patient. 

Made for about seventy grand, The Undead is a lot of fun. The Mark Hanna-Charles B. 
Griffith script has some nice quirky dialogue and wacky moments of dark humor. One of my 
favorite lines is "This is Sunday supplement nonsense!" The Hanna-Griffith team also did 
screenplays for Not Of This Earth (the original) and The Gunslinger; Hanna also worked on scripts 
for The Amazing Colossal Man and Attack Of The Soft Woman. Corman’s stock company of 
semi-regulars perform well, considering this isn’t Hamlet. Richard Garland and Pamela Duncan 
also appeared together in Attack Of The Crab Monsters. Billy Barty (as Allison Hayes' imp), 
Bruno Ve Sota, Mel Welles and Dick Miller (billed Richard) all contribute entertaining bits. And Allison 
Hayes is one of the sexiest witches ever to cast a spell. Ronald Stein who did a ton of scores for AIP 
provides an okay soundtrack. Considering the budget, Corman squeezes a lot of atmosphere out of a few 
minimal sets and a fog machine. In retrospect, The Undead probably served as a good warm-up for 
Corman's Poe films in the 1960's. 
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The People Under The Stairs 
(d) wes craven (1991) 


One wonders why Tobe Hooper is singled out for 
ostracism whenever it rolls around to doling out bad 
marks for genre superstar directors. Hooper has 
made a few dreadful pictures, but all of his films 
have been visually interesting and ambitious - the 
same certainly can't be said of Wes Craven. C'mon, 
how many self-respecting fright fans would have 
settled for a Deadly Friend (1986) were it from any 
other studio hack? How many still grind their teeth 
over Shocker (1989)? 


The People Under The Stairs, for the most part, 
is a glorious return to form for Craven. Relentless 
and graphic, People plunges audiences into a roller 
coaster ride of madness and depravity unmatched 
since Texas Chainsaw Massacre (1974). Following 
the adventures of a noble, upstanding thirteen-year 
old gutter urchin named "Fool" (some trademark 
ponderous symbolism from Craven here) as he is led 
by older, more cynical black and white trash into 
casing their slumlord's gothic mansion, we come 
face to face with a claustrophobic world of incest, entrap- 
ment, cannibalism, insanity and murder resulting from a 
maniacal couple's attempts to disguise their activities from 
the prying eyes of the outside world. 
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People’s plot is a melange of many films and storylines: 
Flowers In The Attic’s juvenile abused prisoners, Texas 
Chainsaw's malefic family figures, House Of Usher's 
house-as-suffocating-womb, etc. But rarely has it been 


done with such unclean zest. Nary a dull moment ensues 
as the youthful protagonists (Fool, the couple's "daughter, " 
as well as the people under the stairs) attempt to leave the 
fortress-like mansion. Actors Everett McGill and Wendy 
Robie of Twin Peaks fame as the insane couple grandly 
chew the scenery. People Under The Stairs, for the most 
part, succeeds wonderfully as a popcorn and coke horror 
shocker . . . until the last half hour. In this segment, the 
film grinds to a halt while the characters stop to lecture the 
audience on the responsibilities of the upper class to provide 
for the poor dispossessed. Noble sentiments all, but it has 
little if anything, to do with the preceding Grand Guignol 
momentum the film has generated to this point. Horror 
films only work when societal problems are dealt with 
indirectly (the pleas for nuclear responsibility in 1950's 
radioactive monsteramas, for instance) or as metaphor (the 
oily machinations of slashers springing-out of the need for 
warmth and affection, et al.). We can't fault Craven for 
attempting to give horror fans a sympathetic hero and a 
happy ending; we can damn him for delivering a sermon 
when we've spent $7.50 to be entertained. 


Craven's hippie-dippie shitness resurfaced most 
noticeably in his Serpent And The Rainbow where we were 
led to believe that the corrupt Haitian government was 
overthrown simply because "the people will it so." Horror 
films should purge, not preach. It's the last thirty minutes 
that keep People Under The Stairs from being a thrilling 
addition to the American Gothic tradition. 


Afterdeath: Zombie 4 | | 
(d) dwayne anderson (1990) 


For those of you confused by all these zombie and number titles, I'm here to help. George Romero 
started all this nonsense when he released his Dawn of The Dead in Europe as Zombie. Lucio Fulci then 
followed hard upon George with his stomach churning Zombie 2 which played in the states as Zombie. 
Then in 88, Fulci allowed his name to be tacked onto the execrable Bruno Mattei directed Zombie 3, a 
work so fulsomely inept that it was not even exhibited in this country. Afferdeath which bears the 
imprimatur of someone named Anderson is, wonder of wonders, a capricious, blood-spattered, fast-paced 
romp fraught with all manner of thrills, spills and chills. The ludicrous premise has a lubricious nubile 
returning to an isolated Caribbean isle she fled as a child after it was overrun by carnivorous zombies. 
Why this tender morsel would return to this cursed place is beyond me, but return she does, bringing with 
her a grimy group of drug smugglers. No sooner has this bedraggled crew hit the shore however, then the 
zombies literally begin dropping from the palm trees. From here, Afterdeath quickly degenerates into a 
long chase from one side of the isle to the other with the ranks of the living dropping like flies. There is 
no story really, no attempt at coherent plotting or narrative integration, yet despite the impoverishments of 
script, Afterdeath on the whole is quite entertaining. Little time is wasted with dialogue and character 
development, Anderson realizes the ghouls are the stars of the picture and keeps them on screen as often 
as possible. In contrast to so many pictures in this subgenre, the zombies are sentient, quick and quite 
strong, attributes which are cleverly exploited resulting in some lively and suspenseful sequences. The 
film is also atmospherically lit and shot while the raison d'etre for this little enterprise, the special effects, 
are equally effective and in some places, spectacularly gruesome. 
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The Mask 
(d) julian roffman (1961) 


Little is known about Canadian director Julian Roffman 
other than the fact that he directed two films both of which 
have achieved cult status. The first of his features to gain 
notoriety was The Bloody Brood (1959), a work described 
by Jim Morton in Incredibly Strange Films, as the story of 
a "gang of psychotic, beatnik dope dealers" who get their 
kicks by pulling such pranks as feeding ground glass to a 
delivery boy just to watch him die. The second cinematic 
endeavor of Roffman was The Mask - also released as The 
Eyes of Hell and The Spooky Movie Show - an amusing, 
and at times, hauntingly beautiful and evocative piece of 
filmmaking. 


After an unsettling and slightly surreal opening credit 
sequence - undulating lines and variegated gray tones 
backed by an eerie, minimalist score - we find ourselves 
in a bleak, deserted park in 
the middle of the night. A 
madman is chasing a 
beautiful woman. After a 
long pursuit, she is caught 
and slowly strangled. A 
close-up of the killer's face 
reveals a dreamy, almost 
hypnotic expression of in- 
difference. 


The following day we 
are ushered into a 
psychiatrist's office where 
the murderer, whose name 
is Raden, recounts the 
events of the preceding 
night. Raden claims it was 
a mask that made him kill, 
a mask that turns reality 
into a "living nightmare" and makes the wearer an "ad- 
dict." Dr. Barnes, Raden's psychiatrist, a calm gray-suited 
skeptic, thinks he is listening to the inane ravings of a 
psychopath and so asks if he may examine the mask. 
Raden's less than tactful response . . . to run screaming 
from the room. 


A few days later, a package arrives for Dr. Barnes. It 
is the mask - a paper mache skull overlaid with pieces of 
tile and with bottle caps adorning the eye-sockets - and a 
letter from Raden. Raden's missive is a suicide note, and 
in it he explains that he could no longer bear living like an 
"animal fleeing from his own nightmare - sleeping by day, 
and prowling by night." Intrigued, the good Doctor yields 
to temptation, puts on the mask, and immediately finds 
himself in an uncanny and beclouded netherworld of bare, 


ruined shrines and stunted, crepuscular growths. What 
Radan failed to tell Barnes however, was that in the wrong 
hands or rather on the wrong head, the mask puts its wearer 
in a hypnotic trance subsequently provoking cruel and 
unnatural acts. Worn by a person pure of heart, the mask 
exerts no such effect. Unfortunately, Dr. Barnes proves 
to be something less than seraphic and so persists in doning 
the mask exposing himself to progressively more horrify- 
ing visions until he becomes little more than a drooling 
beast. 


The highlights of The Mask are, not to surprisingly, 
the trance or dream sequences which, unlike the rest of the 
film, are shot in color and in 3D. These scenes were 
supposed to have been scripted and filmed by the legendary 
montage expert and experimental .filmmaker Slavko 
Vorkapich, but Slavko's 
extravagant designs 
proved unworkable and 
thus it was left to director 
Roffman and his staff to 
devise the hallucinations. 
While it тау be 
problematic to state that 
Vorkapich couldn't have 
done a better job, it is 
rather difficult to envision 
anyone furnishing more 
disquieting images than 
those confronting us here. 
These are sights you dare 
not meet even in dreams: 
a decaying woman rowing 
on a sea of fog while 
writhing, disembodied 
hands clutch at her from 
the mist, rotting skulls mockingly gaping from the fetid 
recesses of a catacomb, ominously shrouded acolytes in 
tattered vestments silently bearing a helpless victim to a 
sacrificial altar, their slow and deliberate movements pos- 
sessing the horrid inevitability of a nightmare. And always 
overhead, like some malign spirit . . . the mask . . . always 
the mask . . . transmogrifying into grotesque and eldritch 
shapes. 


The Mask was a commercial failure in its initial theatri- 
cal run. Its release by Rhino will hopefully result in the 
picture finding a larger audience this time around. A 
rapturous mix of suspense, inadvertent comedy and arrest- 
ing imagery make it a must see for even the casual fan of 
horror. 
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Niqht of the Living Dead 


id) tom savini (1990) 


The Perfect Weapon 
(d) mark disalle (1991) 


This rather perfunctory remake marks the directorial debut 
of special effects maven Tom Savini and reunites him with 
George Romero who here serves the dual role of producer and 
screenwriter. For those unfamiliar with the sixties cult classic, 
it is the tale of a group of individuals holed-up in a farmhouse 
fighting off a night time siege of flesh-eating zombies. These 
carnivorous ghouls have apparently been reanimated by a radio 
beam from a wayward satellite. The shambling cadavers don't 
move very quickly yet are terribly strong and can only be 
stopped by having their brains dashed out. As the shadows of 
night lengthen, more, and still more of the undead descend on 
the farmhouse, making survival for the inhabitants a perilous 
proposition. In the original, Romero’s directorial skill enabled 
him to exploit the sense of claustrophobia engendered by the 
setting. Savini, unfortunately, possesses not a jot of visual 
style. His compositions are poorly framed and his insistent use 
of medium to long shots and high-key lighting are horrible 
strategies in a film that aspires to exploit our fears of confine- 
ment. Night has the added disadvantage of poor editing and 
abominable acting with only statuesque Patricia Tallman, who 
brings some sorely needed realism to a poorly written role, as 
the notable exception. Even the special effects, which should 
be one of the film’s strengths with Savini in charge, fail to shock 
Or disturb - one scene had what looked like a large, flesh colored 
balloon menacing Tallman. Romero updates his source 
material, giving it a noticeably feminist slant, but aside from 
this, the hackneyed screenplay has little to recommend it. And 
what happened to the immortal line: "You can shoot 'em, you 
can burn 'em, they go right up?" 


SHOCK-TOON VIDEO 


display box or just the display box. 


Proudly Prasonta 


Rare Sci-fi & horrer movies in cool display boxes. 
on frent and side with credits and stills on the back. 


Jeff Speakman, the star of this film, is a prac- 
titioner of the martial art of Ken-Po, a form of 
karate that emphasizes the lightning use of succes- 
sive chops and punches. These techniques, quite 
dazzling when executed correctly, also make for 
greater fluidity in choreographed fight scenes since 
there is little need to cut between the continuous 
hand and arm strikes. Fortunately, all the Ken-Po 
antics have been skillfully integrated into a taught, 
polished and unpretentious action thriller. Al- 
though the narrative is nothing more than the 
prototypical chop-sockey revenge story - here an 
elderly Korean antiques importer and surrogate 
father to Speakman is murdered when he refuses to 
allow his store to double as a front for drug dealers 
- the screenplay dispenses with many of the plot 
conventions endemic to the genre. There is no love 
interest to slow things down, no extraneous talk 
between master and student concerning karate as 
means to spiritual perfection, no villainous 
causeries revealing unspeakable evil. Speakman 
isn’t allowed to talk much either; when he wants 
information he doesn’t banter, he just challenges 
the guys to a fight. And what fights: beautifully 
choreographed and marvelously edited bits of 
violent ballet with a climactic pas de deux between 
our hero and Professor Toru Tanaka (who must be 
about eighty by now) that is one of the most thrilling 
pieces of mano a mano I’ve seen in quite some time. 


MOVIES IN DISPLAY BOXES! 


All boxes feature original artwork 
We sell both the movie in the 


All movies with display boxes come on quality 
brand name tape in the S.P. mode and are $20.00 each. 


Display boxes alone are 


$5.00 each. NOTE: Minimum order of $20.00. All prices include postage & handling. 


PHAROAHS CURSE @ THE PSYCHOPATH @ REPTILICUS 9 MAN WITHOUT A BODY @ 
WEREWOLF IN A GIRLS' DORMITORY @ ANATOMY OF A PSYCHO @ BLOOD BATH @ 
DAUGHTER OF HORROR 9 ENEMY FROM SPACE 9 INCREDIBLE PETRIFIED WORLD @ 
BACK FROM THE DEAD 9 BLACK SCORPION @ BLACK SLEEP 9 BLACK SUNDAY e 
MOON ZERO TWO Ө MR. SARDONICUS e FOUR SKULLS OF JONATHAN DRAKE e 
CONFESSIONS OF ΑΝ OPIUM EATER © MONSTER THAT CHALLENGED THE WORLD Ө 
TERRIFIED e THE UNDEAD € VOODOO ISLAND Ө FIRE MAIDENS OF OUTERSPACE e 
CULT OF THE COBRA Ө CURSE OF THE FACELESS MAN 9 KISS OF ΤΗΕ VAMPIREe 
BRIDES OF FU MANCHU Ө BURN WITCH BURN € MONSTER OF PIEDRAS BLANCAS e 
WOMANEATER e "X" THE UNKNOWN Ө INVISIBLE INVADERS Ө 

OLD DARK HOUSE '82 Ө PANIC IN YEAR ZERO € CALTIKI e 

NAVY V$. THE NIGHT MONSTERS e THE FEINDISH GHOULS e SHOCK-TOON VIDEO 
$CUM OF THE EARTH @ QUEEN OF BLOOD e THE HEAD e RD#4 BOX 136-A 
JOURNEY TO THE 7th PLANET e KILLER SHREWS Ө BOONTON, N.J. 07005 
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ilsa Tigress Of Siberia | 
(d) jacques lefleur (1977) 


The third film in the Ilsa series originally titled Tigress was later remamed when Dyanne Thorne 
in her role as. Mistress Of The SS developed a cult following. Here, Ilsa is a fur clad commandant of 
a Siberian gulag who gets her kicks feeding prisoners to her pet tiger and making love to a different 
pair of camp guards each night. With the death of Stalin, Ilsa is forced to flee to Canada where she 
quickly establishes an underworld organization trafficking in prostitution and drugs. When firmly 
entrenched mob bosses get in her way, Ilsa has them packed in air tight metal drums and deposited in 
one of the Great White North's icy lakes. Unbeknownst to the shapely Ilsa, she is being tracked by 
one of the survivors of her gulag who has vowed to avenge himself for the execution of a friend. 


Tigress’ mixture of soft core eroticism, sanguinary violence and campy dialogue make for a rather 
tepid concoction. Thorne blames Lefleur, a veteran of children's films, for the picture's weaknesses, 
especially in his handling of the sex scenes. It is doubtful however, that even a fairly skilled director 
could have done much with this material. And whatever shortcomings Lefleur does possess, they are 
certainly not to be found in the sequences involving female nudity. Lefleur clearly loves women. He 
allows his camera to lovingly linger on the limpid flesh of his starlets while bathing them in soft, aureate 
light. With the protligiously pneumatic Ms. Thorne, Lefleur’s treatment verges on adoration, homage 
which reaches heights of delirium in a shower scene in which Dyanne is given an eternity to rinse off 
the soap suds which have been draped over her glistening body. 
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Jim Van Bebber Promo Reel (1991) 


Recently I was standing around at a 
Halloween party listening to a bunch of 
jaded losers bemoan the lack of an excit- 
ing new product on the market. They had 
seen Nekromantik and weren't impressed, 
seen Soavi's stuff and thought it deriva- 
tive, and agreed that Zombie 4 left a lot 
to be desired in the gore department. The 
host put on a tape of Dr Butcher MD and 
after a collective sigh someone said some- 
thing to the effect that: "They (whomever 
"they' might be) just didn't make ’em like 
that anymore." 

"Well, that's not entirely true," I in- 
terjected, "And just to prove my point 
I've got this here little trailer that will, 
quite simply, knock your dicks into the 
dirt." 

Lots of moans and groans and muffled 
laughter greeted my rather pretentious 
statement but no one objected as I ejected 
the aforesaid Dr Butcher and inserted 
Roadkill: The Last Days of John Mar- 
tin. After a few minutes the room got 
very quiet; by the end of this fourteen 
minute trailer, I'm not sure anyone was 
even breathing. 


With John Martin, atavistic auteur 
Jim Van Bebber (Deadbeat At Dawn) has 
taken the splatter film and pared it to its 
essentials, dispensing with story, plot and 
substantive dialogue creating in the 
process, a twisted, diseased nightmare, a 
phantasm from a damaged brain. If 
you've ever imagined what the world 
looks and feels like to an Ed Kemper or 
a Henry Lee Lucas, this is the film that 
comes closest to effectuating such a 
simulacrum. John Martin is a serial killer 
who disposes of his victims by eating 
them, every last tiny little bit ofthem. He 
lives in a garbage splattered, blood 
bedizened, rat infested shack with body 
parts strewn everywhere: sinks, stove, 
floor, closets. When he's not screaming 
in an alcoholic stupor at his TV set with 
its incessant broadcasts of game shows 
and wrestling exhibitions, John drives 
around in his beat car looking for victims. 
The trailer ends with John carving up a 
guy he's knocked out with a stun gun and 
turning up the gas burners on his stove 
over which John has encaged the poor 
guy's girlfriend (stripped to her panties of 
course). 


Mark Gillespie as John Martin 


I think one of the reasons this film disturbs people - especially those who 
enjoy splatter flicks - is that it is essentially an indictment of the genre and its 
fans. You've been to these horror conventions, you've seen these pencil neck 
geeks schmoozing about the latest Fulci film; they haven't had a date in years, 
maybe never. They're frustrated and so they transfer their rage to these films 
and laugh and cheer when pneumatic nubiles - women who would never give 
them the time of day - get brutally butchered. These films have some semblance 
of structure and narrative however, so it allows these dorks to talk about anything 
other than the real reason they watch these "gorefests. " 


You think I'm making this up? Well then why has a man like John McCarthy 
who invented the term splatter movie harshly dismissed Van Bebber's effort? 
What's the difference between Mark of the Devil and John Martin, John? Aside 
from honesty and persistence of vision, that is. And why did the wretches at 
Fangoria, who tout abominations like Luther the Geek in every issue, halt a 
showing of the film during one of their so-called Week-End of Horrors? Why? 
Because the film reminds them that the reason they got into this business in the 
first place was because they were vile, ugly creatures who couldn't get laid if 
they were the last man on earth. Jim Van Bebber is not this kind of guy, so he 
made this kind of movie. 


Oh yes, this tape also contains two other trailers. One is called Charlie's 
Family and is supposed to show the savagery and foolishness of Manson and his 
brood. We don't see much savagery but we sure see a lot of foolishness: 
Manson playing Christ and washing the feet of one of his disciples while 
mumbling about his mission; Manson's followers mumbling about Charlie and 
his mission; Manson and his followers mumbling while fucking and sucking 
without restraint, etc. The other trailer is Chunk Blower, the one million dollar 
splatter satire penned by Deep Red's Chas. Balun., and if the few hilarious scenes 
we are treated to are any indication, it should make for memorable watching. 
But then what else could we expect in a gore film from a screenwriter who is 
built like an NFL linebacker and a director who has a black belt in Kung-Fu? 
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It Conquered The World 


(d) roger corman (1956) 


If cheap fifties monster 
flicks are your thing, you can't 
do much better than this 1956 
sci-fi thriller directed by ever- 
dependable Roger Corman. 
Sure, there are other cheapies 
with better monsters (Edward 
L. Cahn's The She Creature) 
and neater gimmicks (How To 
Make A Monster), but It Con- 
quered The World offers just 
enough of each such in- 
gredient, pot-boiled well by 
Corman, with the resulting 
brew evidencing no deficien- 
cies in taste or imagination. 


Lou Rusoff's (and un- 
credited Chuck Griffith's) 
screenplay is surprisingly 
literate - for its time - allowing 
for some delicious scenery- 
chewing between principals Peter 
Graves, Lee Van Cleef and Beverly 
Garland. Van Cleef paves the way 
for the arrival of a Venusian invader 
which he believes to be a benevolent 
being interested in saving humanity 
from its self-destructive impulses, 
but which actually wants to escape 
its dying world and "conquer" the 
Earth. The best scenes are those 
focusing on the volatile exchanges 
between our heroes who try, seem- 
ingly in vain, to convince Van Cleef 
that his "benefactor" is really an 
extra-terrestrial dictator in disguise. 


чәшјеа Apuey Aq 


And what a disguise! Monster- 
maker Paul Blaisdell, creator of 
such memorable menaces as It! The 
Terror From Beyond Space and The 
She Creature, served up a total mis- 
fire by constructing an alien that 
elicited giggles rather than gasps 
from 1956 (and 1991) audiences. 
Still, the "upside-down ice-cream 
cone with stalactite teeth" adds, in 
an odd kind of way, to the film’s 
innocent charm, proving that a 
"bad" monster doesn’t necessarily 
make for a "bad" monster movie. 
—— ras 
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Seizure 
(d) oliver stone (1973) 


An unimaginative and 
tedious horror film, Seizure is 
only worthy of mention as it is 
academy award winning 
Stone's first directorial effort. 
Johnathan Frid of Dark 
Shadows fame gives the single 
performance of note as a writer 
of supernatural tales who suf- 
fers from recurring nightmares 
which involve the murder of his 
friends and family by three 
malevolent spirits. In spite of 
this baleful premonition, Frid 
invites these friends to his 
Canadian estate for the 
weekend - two of whom are 
played by Mary Woronov and 
Troy Donohue - and shortly 
after sitting down to dinner with 
them, divulges the substance of 
his nightmares. No sooner has 
Frid finished his tale of terror 
than the haunts appear led by 
Herve Villechaise as the rein- 
carnation of the French King 
Louis The Spider, with Kali, 
the Hindu goddess of destruc- 
tion and a large, mute black 
executioner following hard on 
the diminutive Herve's heels. 
Initiating a series of deadly 
games and contests, the sadistic 
spectres succeed in killing off 
everyone except Frid who 
awakes to find it has only been 
another of his terrible dreams. 
Or has it? The film fails on 
many counts, most noticeably 
in its failure to expound upon its 
many fitful themes especially 
the rather hoary ones concern- 
ing the relationship between il- 
lusion and reality, vision and 
insanity. This is directly at- 
tributable to a weak script, co- 
written by Stone which 
provides us with few scares, 
fewer memorable scenes and a 
rather lackluster narrative. 
Stone went on to make one 
more dreadful horror film, The 
Hand (1981) before discovering 
there was more terror on earth 
than he could ever evoke from 
his dreams. 
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Mondo Violence 
(d) antonio climati and mario morra (1990) 


A dubbed Italian documentary purporting to illustrate the "cruel realities of 
the modern world," Mondo Violence has far too many ludicrous episodes to 
justify its purported raison d'etre. Presented in cinema verite style to efficaciously 
depict the "essential truth" on which the screenplay is based - "essential truth" 
proving, during the course of the film, to be a very loose translation of fabricare 
or fabrication. Are we really supposed to believe that a Dr. Goodz Van Hardock 
operates a marriage counseling clinic in which husbands are encouraged to beat 
and rape their wives? Or that while filming a joint hunting expedition of two 
African tribes, that such expedition degenerated into a deadly donnybrook in 
which several tribesmen were killed but our fearless documentarists emerged 
unscathed? And are we credulous enough to think it even remotely possible that 
the New York tabloids somehow missed out on the story of the dangerous search 
for alligators in the city's sewers? Mondo does have its share of realistically 
brutal scenes particularly those involving the inhumane treatment of animals. 
Recognizing the distressing nature of these sequences, the filmmakers have 
chosen to follow them with incidents of a lighter, often more humorous nature. 
Discursive and haphazardly organized, this pseudo-documentary is nevertheless 
rather amusing and, in some spots, genuinely gut-wrenching. 


Dog Eat Dog aka When Strangers Meet 
(d) ray nazarro (1963) 


Some films are so remarkably inept, so mind-bogglingly wrong-headed, that 
they simply defy rational analysis, resist any attempts at reasoned description. 
Dog Eat Dog is such a picture. It opens with Jayne Mansfield rolling around in 
bed with a mountain of money and Cameron Mitchell getting pushed off the side 
of a cliff, then spends the remainder of its running time trying to outdo these 
Scenes in outrageousness. That this Dog succeeds on this score is largely the 
result of a clearly inspirational decision to forego narrative and plot and instead 
concentrate on mindless depictions of violence and the eccentricities of the 
screenwriters’ ridiculously overblown characters. Before dispensing with all 
semblance of story, we find Mitchell miraculously surviving his fall - a plunge 
roughly equivalent to your average parachute jump - and forcibly reuniting with 
Mansfield and her lover Crackers, the man who did the pushing. Seems the trio 
were involved in a million dollar yacht heist and while Cameron was setting up 
the getaway Mansfield and Crackers decided that two could spend the money a 
lot better than three. Now with Cameron calling the shots at gunpoint, the gang 
sets out for a deserted island where they find a fully furnished cathouse occupied 
by an aged and senescent madam and her faithful German servant. Wait, there's 
more. The manager of the hotel where Mansfield and her two cohorts were 
staying has gotten wind of the affair, and he along with his sister has followed 
the trio to the island to snatch the money for themselves. Once everyone is settled 
in on the isle, the seven characters spend the last sixty minutes of the movie 
yelling, shooting and generally beating the bejesus out of each other until everyone 
is dead. This is what is known in literary circles as tying up loose ends. In a bit 
of metaphorical irony, the last thing we see here is Mansfield slowly sinking in 
the sea, a fitting image inasmuch as this film marked the beginning of Jayne's 
rapid physical and professional decline. (Available through Shock-Toon Video, 
RD #4, Box 136-A Rockaway Valley Road, Boonton, NJ 07005). 
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Death Scenes 


nick bougas (1989) 


While lumped with other quick-buck mondo 
death films such as Inhumanities and Faces Of Death, 
Death Scenes is in fact nothing of the sort, but rather 
an elegiac meditation on our common fate. Many 
people, hardened veterans of video shock, have 
found this tape impossible to sit through, citing the 
gruesome and relentless manner in which the flick 
presents its grotesque parade of human depravity. 


This reviewer found this allegation unfounded. 
Told almost entirely in still photographs, Death 
Scenes takes its visuals from Los Angeles police 
photographs from the 1920's, 30's and 40's. All the 
pictures are in black and white and while extremely 
graphic, the clothes and outmoded accouterment lend 
a distancing effect. What probably forces most 
squeamish souls to hit the eject button are the 
stories, as related through narrator "Satanic Profit" 
Anton Szandor LaVey, which reveal the darkest 
underpinnings of human nature. LaVey recounts 
tales of fathers slashing their infants prior to com- 
mitting suicide, wives and husbands murdering one 
another over the course of a lengthy summer afternoon, 
and shoeshine boys meeting tragic ends by being in the 
wrong place at the wrong time. It's disheartening to think 
that the flapper era of bathtub gin is not that far removed 
from the countless urban drive-by shootings reported 
nightly on the evening news. 


ШЏәѕроод 69/89) Aq 


The explicit carnage revealed by the photographer's 
eye does carry the whiff of tawdry pornography associated 
with 1950's naughty lingerie loops. The overriding theme 
here is that like sex, violent death has always been 
omnipresent. 


As with most mondo explorations, Death Scenes 
knows full well that the audience has come to be titillated. 
It dispenses a philosophy that attempts to justify the film's 
existence by rationalizing that the bloodless Tom Mix 
westerns and gangster epics of the era were probably more 
detrimental to the nation's mental health. The souls who 
seek out this video are probably unconcerned with the 
question of any film or videos viability, however. 
They're here to see the dead bodies! 


Death Scenes production is impeccable. Profes- 
sionally shot, edited, scored and written, Scenes offers 
grisly rewards for those who brave the first hour with a 


Hollywood Babylon-ish tour of notable celebrity deaths. 
And we finally get to see photographic evidence of film star 
Marie Prevost as doggie dinner, something Kenneth Anger 
inexplicably left out of his works on the subject. 


Those who might feel a twinge of guilt at seeing how 
some of their human brethren met their maker in novel ways 
are not the intended audience for Death Scenes anyway. 
With nary a trace of padding, the film forces the viewers 
hands underneath the morgue blanket and makes them all 
the richer for it. And how can one not be moved when one 
hears the soaring musical score filched from Bobby 
Beausoleil's soundtrack from Kenneth Anger's Lucifer 
Rising while learning of the retired cop who buried his 
wife's body but left her head on the mantel as a memento 
mori? I know I can't. 


wwavelength video presents 


"Dus SCENES S А 


SENSATIONAL. GRAPHIC 


B This INCREDIBLE моко 
EXAMINES OVER FOO 


UNCENSORED POLICE 


PHOTOS NEVER BEFORE 


CRIME scenes / 


WILL WITNESS 
MATH 


ow 
THE GRISLY AFTER! 


HOLLYWOOD STARS 


TAKING THEIR FINAL BOW 


TABLEAUS OF SUICIDE 
AMD SELF ABUSE! 


THE ASUAL VIEWER 


с, 
WILL LONG BE UNABLE 
THESE GRIM. 


TO PURGE 


STARTLING IMAGES FROM 


HEIR MEMORY. 


ΠΕ TOP OFF THIS SPELLBINDING PRESENTATION 15 A RARE APPEARANCE BY 
ONE OF THE WORLD'S FOREMOST AUTHORITIES ON THE MACABRE... 
THE EVER-FASCINATING DR. ANTON SZANDOR LAVEY / 
THE FORMER CRIME SCENE PHOTOGRAPHER AND CONTROVERSIAL AUTHOR 
OF "THE SATANIC BIBLE” IS THE HOST AND NARRATOR OF 
DEATH SCENES”... THIS IS THE DEFINITIVE NO-HOLOS-RBARRED 
IMMERSION INTO A CRUEL , SAVAGE REALITY MOST CHOOSE NOT TO 
ACKNOWLEDGE .“ DEATH SCENES” FORCES IT'S AUDIENCE INTO A 
FACE TO FACE CONFRONTATION WITH MAN'S MOST INHUMAN ATROCITIES! 
πε Όκεερεκ: SENDÎ ZQ IS PLus 34] 99 SHIPPING /HANDLING TD ` 
WAVELENGTH VIDEO, BOX 1299, BURBANK.CA. 9/507 
Вот ВЕ WARNED... EXTREMELY GRAPHIC? 


A44 


Brutarian - Vol. 1 No. 3 E 


Cas 


4 


.HEY FELLOWS 


Rare David F. Friedman Fil 


Here they are! - 


#020 - THE STORY OF A 

A SMELL OF HONEY, 
A SWALLOW OF 
BRINE 

1965 BAW 

The story of a girl 
who turned men on, 
turned them off, and 
turned them inside 
out. Starring Stacey 
Walker as Sharon 
Winters, “the 
cunning young 
cannibal who 
devoured everything 
that fell into her soft, 


FEMALE 
EVERY MAN HAS KNOWN 


sixties that have never been on video! Thanks to the 
Sleuths of Sleaze at Something Weird, there's "no 
raincoat needed” to see these trailers from the 
raunchiest, sickest films that played the art houses, 
grindhouses and drive-ins on the seedy side of town! 
Some of this stuff was in such bad taste they wouldn't 
dare do it today! You'll be disgustingly aroused and 


-PLAYPEN GIRLS- ALL WOMEN ARE BAD- SOME 
LIKE IT VIOLENT. OLGA'S GIRLS. NUDE LAS VEGAS. 
HOT EROTIC DREAMS. THE DIARY OF KNOCKERS 
McCALLA-HOT SKIN AND COLD CASH. SEX CLUB 
INTERNATIONAL . PROFESSOR LUST. GUTTER 
GIRLS . IN HOT BLOOD . AND MANY MANY MORE! 


#023, 024, 025 - TWISTED SEX TRAILERS 
Vols.1, 2, 3, 


1964 BEW 
A Mondo Documentary by the 
director of Mondo Cane, this look 
at women around the world 
depicts various unusual cus- 
toms and bizarre practices of 
the female homo sapiens. 


All Videos are |00 Each. 
Please e al س و‎ 
money orders out to: 

Mike Vrane = 
PO Box 33664 

Seattle, WA 98133 

(206) 361- 3759 10am- 
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ms and Trailers R 


The ones we ve been waiting 
produced by th 


d SWALLOW OF Brine 
warm trap!" 


What a find! Over 120 adults-only trailers from the — 


delighted by titles like..[T'S A SICK, SICK, SICK WORLD 


opem catalog send $3.00 to “S.W.V. Catalog”, 
Dept FUN. P.O. Box 33664 Seatle WA 9815S, ᾿ The above volumes come 
Please state with signature that you are 18 or older. 


for! For the first tim 


e one and only might 
The Laughing 


Ing. 
Lures of David F. Friedman! 


Don't miss this 120-minute collection of Dave Friedman's best - 
his movie trailers! Transferred directly from Dave's own negatives, 
it's a tittilating tabloid tallying the tantalizing, tacky taboo trailers 
that snared capacity audiences for two decades! As Dave's 
mentor Kroger Babb used to say, "sell the sizzle, not the steak!’ 
HEAD MISTRESS - BRAND OF SHAME - SPACE THING - THAR SHE BLOWS - MASTERPEICE 
THE RAMRODDER - ADULT VERSION OF JEKYLL & HYDE - THE SUCKERS - EROTIC 
ADVENTURES OF ZORRO - LONG. SWIFT SWORD OF SIGFREID - DAUGHTER OF FANNY 
HILL. THE BRICK DOLLHOUSE - LOVE CAMP SEVEN . TRADER HORNEE - STARLET - THE 


LUSTFUL TURK - SWEET SICKNESS - THE DEFILERS 
#022- Dave Friedman Trailers........................... 


ος | 
SEX 


Relatively tame by today's standards, these 
forbidden loops stretched the limits of the tastes 
of their viewers in the 60's and are both 
entertaining and hilarious to watch today. Great 
for parties or family get-togethers. "Kink-out' to 
such titles as... "Turned On Toes”, “Maniac In The 
Bedroom", “Melinda, the Latex Maid", "I dreamed 
1 Was A Captive Princess", "Where Is It?", 
"Rubber Lovers" and many more! 


DR. SEX 
1964 COLOR 


You'll love this 
one! The 


nudie-cutie 

š Ы films! Talking 
ELE poodies, a 

house 

1 haunted by 
naked women, 

strippers, 

more! 


complete with fully 
illustrated wraparound 
covers. 


Retailers : inquire about 
Quantity discounts. 


ees Vi "EN 
* M Е ΧΕ 


Î Neu en Get mk for the largest iic of rare vintage sleaze cinema | 
εν experienced bj the American public! These new releases have never been released on video and are transferred 
directly ftom the original films by Something Weird video technicians. 


AND THIS IS ONLY THE BEGINNING! esurrected By $ 


e on video the crea 


y monarch of sexploitation! 


methin Weird Video! 
| M ы crop of the films 


A shattering 
study of the 
shameless 
ШШ ИИ “sick set" for 
ΝΕ ΕΙ shock-proof 
ап05 adults! 
Introducing 
Mai Jansson 
“mouth- 
watering 20 
year-old 
Scandivavian 
Screen find as 
"^ the virgin 
victim." 


Indignity 


Because You 
Had To Have 
More!!! 
Due to the 
overwhelming 
response to our 
first batch of 
ў Nudie-Cutie 

© Shorts, Loops 
and Peeps and Grindhouse Follies, we've dug even deeper into 
the vaults of sleaze and came up with more of that vintage 
girlie bump-and - grind action you love! Each of these volumes 
runs a solid two hours, unlike the 30-minute garbage sold by 
other dealers! 


#010- NUDIE-CUTIE SHORTS, LOOPS AND PEEPS 46 (40'S, 50'S, 605)... а-о $20.00 
#011- NUDIE-CUTIE SHORTS. LOOPS AND PEEPS #7 (40'S. 50'S, © Out, $20.00 
#012. NUDIE-CUTIE SHORTS, LOOPS AND PEEPS #8 (405. 50'S. 60 5)... Asty $20.00 
#013- NUDIE-CUTIE SHORTS. LOOPS AND PEEPS 49 (50's, 60" I -Ὁ- $20.00 
#014- NUDIE-CUTIE SHORTS. LOOPS AND PEEPS #10 (50's, 60 Cuts $20.00 
#015- NUDIE-CUTIE SHORTS. LOOPS AND PEEPS #11 (50's, 60'S Oud $20.00 
#016- NUDIE-CUTIE SHORTS. LOOPS AND PEEPS #12 (50's, 60'S)........... О $20.00 
#017- NUDIE-CUTIE SHORTS. LOOPS AND PEEPS #13 3650s. s, 60" 05). „Оно $20.00 
#018- GRINDHOUSE FOLLIES#4 i Cuts $20.00 
#019- GRINDHOUSE FOLLIES#S ... utis $20.00 


Misc New Release Features... 


#029 HOTTER | AFTER DARK-67 BW - Nudie detective 
shot in Florida masterpiece. Beautifully bad. 


#030 NAKED IN THE NIGHT-60 BW - Prostitution exposé. 


#031 HELP WANTED FEMALE-68 BW nudie - May give 
you gals second thoughts about answering want ads. 


#032 SIN SYNDICATE - ZERO GIRLS-67 BW - Roberta 
Findlay girls-owned-by-mafia gem. 


All orders shipped UPS Ground. Please allow 2-3 weeks 
for delivery. Personal checks must clear before shipping. 
Please add 3.00 postage for the first tape; 1.50 for each 
irm tape. For overseas orders, please ADD $5 per 
tape. All videos recorded on a new, ‘quality brand name 
tape at SP mode. Sold from one collector to another. No 
rights given or Wie Washington State residents add 
и 2% sales tax. As these films would be rated "R" by 
ratings system, a pe stating that you are 18 
is older is required with all orders. 


| Out For Justice 
(d) john flynn (1990) 


So hateful, so pointless, so entertaining. 
On their fourth try, the Steven Seagal industry 
finally gets it right, delivering an action 
melodrama heavy on the action and light on 
the mellow. Here Steven plays a slightly 
dim-witted I-TY cop chasing an obese, 
homicidal mob rogue named Richie who is 
indiscriminately pumping lead into the citizens 
of Brooklyn. Oh, Richie thinks he has his 
reasons for acting in such an anti-social man- 
ner. You see there was this cop named Lupo 
who was screwing Richie's tart of a girlfriend, 
and to add insult to injury, Richie only found 
out about it because Lupo's wife sent him a 
picture of the duplicitous duo in flagrante 
delicto. Naturally Richie blows his top; hey, 
any marmaluke would, although they probably 
wouldn't walk up to this Lupo character on the 
streets in broad daylight and squeeze off a few 
rounds into his chest. To make matters worse, 
Richie no sooner speeds away from the scene 
of the crime with his paisans then he's whack- 
ing out somebody else, a woman who had the 
balls to honk her horn at Richie's car while he 
was parked in the middle of an intersection. WARNER BROS. ham 
The nerve of that bitch! STEVEN ΠΝ KOPELSON/STEVEN SEAGAL a) a JONN FLYNN ra а 

For some inexplicable reason, New York's “OUT FOR AST E WILLIAM FORSYTHE „КАА ОНВАСН JO CHAMPA = AWS А. NASSO — see PETER MACGREGOR SCOTT 


finest are helpless, so they call in Seagal who | [REE lI EER STE SEAGAL ARNOLD ΙΩΝ ΒΗ αερα ss 


He's a cop. It's a dirty job... 
but somebody's got to take out the garbage. 


SEAGAL 


JUSTICE 


is plenty pissed off himself when he finds out 
about Lupo and the broad, since Lupo was his 
best friend and the woman, well, she was a 
woman and only jerk-offs blast women. 
Anyhow, Seagal swears to avenge himself for 
Lupo and the remainder of Out For Justice 
finds the Akido artist playing a cat and mouse 
game with the crazed Richie while smacking, 
slapping, and chopping about two or three 
dozen giamulches without even taking the time 
to read them their rights. In fact all sorts of 
violent things happen in this Brooklyn place: 
people get shot in the street, taken out in bars, 
thrown through windows, pinned to the walls 
of delis with meat cleavers, and everyone 
walks around poker-faced like it’s business as 
usual. 


Smartly-paced, decently plotted and filled 
with more hand to hand combat and gun battles 
than Seagal’s first three films combined, Out 
For Justice starts out with a bang and just 
never lets up. William Forsythe is simply 
hilarious as the homicidal crack-addicted 
mafioafsi while Seagal nicely underplays the 
thinly-written part of the crude, garbage- 
eating giabone cop with the proverbial heart 
of gold. 


My Brother Has Bad Dreams 
(d) robert emery (1972) 


For fans of idiot horror this film features one of the most 
laughable lunatics of recent memory. The comical crackpot is Carl, 
a marasmic, knock-kneed, pencil-necked, greasy faced, acne-rid- 
den, buck-toothed, four-eyed geek. Carl lives with his twenty-eight 
year old virginal sister Anna who refuses to have her little brother 
committed even though he sleeps with mannequins, lapses into 
screaming fits in the wee small hours of the morning and mastur- 
bates while.espying Anna at her vanity. Supposedly, Carl has 
grown into such a maggot because he witnessed the murder of his 
wheel-chair bound mother by his father while the latter was ina 
drunken rage. Still, Carl is relatively harmless but when Anna falls 
for a free-spirited biker that her brother brings home in a fit of 
homosexual infatuation, Carl snaps. The film spends far too much 
time with the uninteresting subsidiary characters of Anna and the 
biker, yet the actor playing Carl is so repulsively fascinating that 
you’ll find yourself hanging in there until the final half hour when 
the filmmakers reward your patience with a delirious mixture of 
horrifying gore and idiot surrealism. 
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HER NAME WAS KATARINA. SHE SPOKE FRENCH, ITALIAN AND Ἃ `$ 
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ΤΙΑΜΑΤ SCAT ΟΡΕΒΑ 
GRAVE ROCKET FROM THE CRYPT 
RUMBLE MILITIA EDGEWISE 
ASPHYX 411 
DATE BAIT CHEMICAL TOYBOX 
EQUAL 15 IN THE EYES OF DEATH (COMPILATION) 


THE BEST OF PEBBLES VOL. ONE (COMPILATION) 
WHAT A WAY TO DIE (COMPILATION) 
RAMONES 


FUGAZI 
MINISTER OF NOISE 
DRIVE LIKE JEHU 


SCREAMING POPEYES THE CLASH 
GEOFF DUGGAN CRUNGEHOUSE 
MARTIN HANNETT SOLOMON GRUNDY 
CANNIBAL CORPSE AUGUSTA FURNACE 
CHEEZTONES ZU ZU'S PETALS 
LONE WOLVES THE COUNT FIVE 
ULTRA FIVE THE LURKERS 
GRUEL SLAUGHTER AND THE DOGS 
DRUMMING ON GLASS SNIVELLING SHITS 
LINDA HUSIK DESTROY ALL MONSTERS 
SITUATED CHAOS DICTATORS 
JELLYFISH KISS DEAD BOYS 
SPIT THE DEVIL DOGS 
KLAUS SCHULZE BATTLE OF THE BEAT (COMPILATION) 
POETRY DEVILS DUANE EDDY 


HAUNTED GARAGE 
SEWER RATS 


THE MOTOR MORONS 


Tiamat - The Astral Sleep: Tenebrous, Strum und 
Drang heavy-speed metal hybrid with ominously gut- 
tural vocalizing. There are the usual winged guitar runs 
and abrupt starts and stops, but here the emphasis is on 
insidious ambience which is why much of the music 
features haunting, ethereal passages at the beginning or 


in the midst of the galvanizing fulminations of beastly : : э, : a 
sound. Spooky, chilling, and ultimately, arresting. lection of choice cuts chock full of anti-Catholic senti 


(Century Media, 1605 N. Cahuenga Blvd, Suite 200, mente invocations to the Beast and hid: ous portraits ос 


9002 souls in torment. The sound is a diabolic decoction of 
Eo Angelek СА 2i T punishing, atonal power chords, unearthly braying and 


inchoate political rage with a punishing and relentless 
sonic assault. A renowned cult act in Europe, it will be 
interesting to see if Rumble's underground success 
translates to the States (Century Media). 


Asphyx - The Rack: Possibly the ne plus ultra of the 
burgeoning death metal movement, a cacodemonic col- 


Grave - Into The Grave: The first time I put this on I pummeling rhythms. In an effort to show off their 
simply couldn't believe what I was hearing. Now, after versatility, the band throws in two markedly disparate 
several spins, I'm sure . . . clamor from the very pit of instrumentals; one, a grungy, fuzz-filled, feedback 
hell: jackhammer beats, grungy, atrabilious chording drenched composition, the other, a disquietingly 
alternating with insensate guitar cacophony and a lead ethereal, darkly melodic synthesizer piece (Century 
singer whose unearthly growls suggest that the call of Media). 

Cthulhu might finally have been answered. I don’t know ; i 

what the hell Grave is singing about, but with titles like E ete KR sU ο... 


Inhuman, Hating Life, and Extremely Rotten Flesh, I'm E 
I , ability to unearth nuggets from the obscure garage punk 
ше иш ыш The band WAT. κας vein, the Baits are easily distinguishable from Lux and 


being and perhaps might have been had they been raised Ivy’ 8 : : 
8 аад Ж vy's ensemble by virtue of master Baiter Brian 
en the “Northern: viking πα ο Gotland" (Century Horowitz's crazed, impassioned skin beating, former 


Media): Slickee Boy and co-founder Kim Kane’s snarling, mus- 
Rumble Militia - Stop Violence and Madness: An cular guitar work and Gutter Boy’s sibilant vocalizing. 
effective assay in variations of metal: hardcore, thrash The demo contains six glib, infectious tunes, the high- 
and pop-punk by a top-flight power trio. There isn’t lights of which are a first rate, twangy, reverb soaked 
really a bad cut on this thing. However, the most rendition of Dave Allen’s broodingly atmospheric Dark 
impressive tracks such as the anti-vivisectionist Stop Alley, and the wild, abandoned jungle hop Umbali Wali. 
This Shit and anarchic No Nazis wed the band’s almost 
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Equal 15 - Demo Ταρε: This one man gang gives us five 
little ditties, the first four and most interesting of which are 
bleak, baleful soundscapes filled with all manner of interest- 
ing electronic noises, big booming beats and catchy burbling 
riffs. Acidware, with its eerie disembodied sampled voices, 
dark tones and somber buzzings, and River's Edge 91 with 
its judicious juxtapositions of dialogue from the titular movie 
and disconcerting synthesized chirps and pulsations are cuts 
that would send the executives at Wax Trax running for their 
contract forms if it was piped into their offices. (Send $5 to 
K. Bares, 909 S. Washington St., #114, Alexandria, VA 
22314) 


The Best of Pebbles Vol. One - The Originals: Alright, so 
you've suddenly come to grips with the fact that there are 
hundreds of terrific one shot garage group records out there 
that you want to listen to, but you haven't a clue as to where 
to begin. You go to a hip record store like the one we have 
here in DC, Joe's Record Paradise, and you head to the back 
of the joint where they have the oldies section and you 
suddenly find yourself confronted with hundreds of punk, 
psych and surf record compilations. What the hell do you 
do, I mean, where do you even begin when, after a cursory 
glance through the bins, you start turning up compilations 
like Highs In The Mid Sixties Vol. 372 and Desperate Rock 
and Roll No. 174 with bands on them with names like The 
Third Bardo and The Piltdown Men? Well, you could do a 
whole lot worse than start with this platter which contains 
some of the most amazing songs I've ever heard, all suffused 
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with melody, passion, drama and attitude to burn. There are 
sixteen cuts here by combos you've probably never heard of 
(well maybe you've heard of The Barbarians) but it doesn't 
matter; what does matter, is that after listening to this piece 
of plastic you probably will stuff your entire record collec- 
tion in the garbage and spend the rest of your life scouring 
the racks for moldy 45s by the likes of The Hysterics and 
The Nep-Tunes, 


Various Artists - What A Way To Die : See, this is what 
I'm talking about, there was absolutely no reason for me to 
buy this record. The folks who compiled it even tried to 
warn me away by describing its contents as consisting of "15 
Forgotten Losers" but they added: "From The Mid 60's" 
thus making it impossible for me to resist the compulsion to 
purchase the damned thing. Now there are a number of great 
tracks I could go on for days about, but my absolute faves 
feature jail bait aged Suzi Quatro howling a Tex-Mex 
flavored thang about getting drunk on Schlitz (are they still 
in business?), a Scandinavian band named The Renegades 
bemoaning the fact that the H-bomb has dropped and left 
only one man and thirteen women (why is this a problem?), 
and a bluesy rave-up penned by none other than one Louis 
Reed which features an obvious psychotic raving to great 
couplets like, "J sit in the park/Looking at the dark/Spend 
my days/Watching The haze." Мо it ain't Yeats or even 
Delmore Schwartz but it sure as hell beats the shit out of 
anything on Songs for Drella. 


-cby Nick BoUGAS 


IN THE STREETS AS NEWS SPREADS THAT 


RICHARD SIMMONS WILL. SOON STAR IN HIS FIRST MOTION PICTURE. 
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Ramones - All The Stuff (And More), Vol. 2: If you're like 
me, you've probably played your Ramones LPs so often that 
they are now completely unlistenable what with the surface 
noise resembling eggs frying on a griddle. So this CD 
release containing what is, in all probability, the band's 
greatest work 1977's Rocket to Russia and 1978's eclectic 
Road To Ruin, is something of a godsend. And if two CDs 
for about the price of one isn't enough of an inducement, 
The Stuff throws in four previously unreleased tracks, 
including the incredible Slug. 


Screaming Popeyes - El Ninguneo: Demented, dadaesque 
poesy - So here's what's lacking/Slow, like a lake lapping - 
dizzingly recited over a bed of striking and, at times, 
haunting synthesized meanderings some of which sound like 
outtakes from the Frip and Eno sessions. The question you 
will be asking yourself after listening to this is whether this 
guy is a genius or a cynical mountebank (he certainly 
possesses an impressive vocabulary and bag of syntactical 
tricks). I don't really care one way or the other, I just hope 
he keeps sending me these beguiling tapes ($5 to Jeff Olson, 
210 #D, So. Alta, Branson, MO 65616). 


Geoff Duggan - Aluminum Hallway: Minimalist, ex- 
perimental electronic music overlaid with treated guitars and 
an interesting array of percussive effects. Side one's most 
successful compositions are the four moderately short pieces: 
austere, riveting variations of pitch, tone and rhythm 
employing only a few tape loops. The piece de resistance of 
Hallway however, is In Periphery, a track in which Geoff 
takes a two note synthesized quaver, some feedback, a bit of 


"EATIN BACK TO LIFE" 


agitated thwacking, fiddles with the volume of each com- 
ponent for about thirteen minutes and emerges with a work 
of mesmerizing and disturbing sublimity ($5 to Geoff at 329 
E. 12th St, #7, NY, NY 10003). 


Martin Hannett - Martin: Hannett was one of the few 
producers in recent memory who could get you to pick up a 
record without ever having heard the band. Best known for 
helping to define the gloomy, doom-boom Manchester sound 
with Joy Division and New Order, this CD, a tribute to 
Hannett who died last April, is a terrific compendium of 
Martin's work with artists as diverse (and aesthetically 
opposed) as the Buzzcocks and Happy Mondays. And all 
you need to do is to hear how magnificent Hannett made the 
flatulent Mondays sound to understand what a tragic loss his 
death is. 


Cannibal Corpse - Butchered At Birth: The cover drawing 
of two cartoon ghouls sawing through an essentially skeletal 
cadaver still didn't adequately prepare me for this an- 
tediluvian clamor: grim, scabrous death metal fronted by a 
singer who sounds like a vomiting pig. The aforementioned 
artwork has garnered the Corpses all sorts of trouble but it 
pales in comparison with songs like Meat Hook Sodomy, 
Innards Decay and Gutted with their nauseating images of 
putrefying corpses, oozing intestines and suppurating flesh. 
Even if I didn't like these gruesome ghouls they would still 
get my seal of approval by virtue of their having dedicated 
this creepy platter to Albert Fish and Gilles de Rais (Metal 
Blade, 18653 Ventura Blvd, Suite 311, Tarzana, CA 91356). 
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Cheeztones - Tasty As They Wanna Be: Billing themselves 
as "the cheesiest band in the land," these guys play killer, 
absolute killer, riff-ridden, no frills, high octane, rock "n roll 
with a singer so whiskey soaked that club owners probably 
have to put up no smoking signs just to keep him from being 
accidentally set ablaze. Tasty hits you from the word go like 
the proverbial run-away freight train and never lets up 
(Earcheez Music, 906 Arlington N.E., Grand Rapids, 
Michigan 49505). 


Lone Wolves - Demo Tape: Raw, sweaty, melodic hard 
rock with its feet firmly rooted in early seventies New York 
trash aesthetic. You know what I'm talking about, a churn- 
ing, boiling surge punctuated by sneering guitar, splashy 
cymbal crashes and topped with atavistic howls and moans 
by a cocksure lout who is probably the last guy in the world 
you would want to fuck with. In sum, the kind of music you 
play at stun volume while getting blind, stinking drunk 
(Contact: 718-789-9273). 


Ultra Five - Demo Tape: Funky, neo-psychedelic groove 
music full of wonderfully cheesy organ riffs, wah-wah and 
fuzz guitar and some absolutely swinging vocalizing played 
by two way cool looking guys and two impossibly luscious 
women. If the Ultra's first release is as good as this three 
song demo, I'll be blasting it along with my A-Bones records 
at my next house party (PO 1821, Murray Hill Station, NY, 
NY 10156-0610). 


Gruel - Out of Mind: Gruel's music is hardly such tasteless 
fare, it is thick, nicely marbled and delectably meaty. Hard 
to believe that a three man combo with a such a big booming 
sound playing this kind of bracing, hook-laden post punk 
hasn't made a bigger splash on the independent circuit. This 
disc should surely change all that. For less than a dollar a 
cut, you get twelve intelligently constructed and performed 
tracks, sonic blasts suffused with a propulsive and seamless 
rhythmic assault overlaid with riveting guitar work by 
Tommy Hamilton (Manufacture Sound Output Company, 
Box 37220, Tallahassee, Fl 32315-7220). 


Drumming On Glass - Asparagus Tea: Taut and tuneful 
mixture of dense, almost atonal guitar surge and neo- 
psychedelia. Drumming On Glass fill their latest eleven song 
LP with jangling, dissonant guitars, exotic sitar runs, thick 
sheets of feedback, throbbing bass and transcendental lyrics 
sung with neurotic, disembodied fervor. By cleverly com- 
mingling these components, D.O.G create striking, evoca- 
tive compositions of compelling power and intriguing tex- 
tural variety. Artful, not arty is the word to use here (Aurora: 
Records, Box 2596, Jamaica Plain, MA 02130). 


Linda Husik - Bozo: Kramer and company describe this 
platter as a "dance mess" and while you might want to move 
to this, you most likely would be swaying, not dancing. Side 
one features haunting, lightly rocking pieces with mildly 
trippy textures: echoey metallic guitars, hypnotically rever- 
berating bass, languorous vocalizing, forceful but un- 
obtrusive percussion and the occasional doleful organ figure. 
Side two, sparser, quirkier and no less interesting, weds 
slight melodies and gentle strumming with expressive almost 
monochromatic singing and underlays it with sibilant voices 
and amelodic harmonizing (Shimmy-Disc, JAF Box 1187, 
NY, NY 10116). 
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Situated Chaos - Nobody Home: Angry hardcore for 
philosophical slam dancers and stage divers. "You have 
inbred ignorance, it's your unconscious theme/You're taught · 
hatred and disbelief, there's no room for your dreams. " 
Amazing! a thrash band that reads something other than 
skateboard magazines (Mint Tone, 161-26 Cross Bay Blvd, 
Suite 150, Howard Beach, NY 11414). 


Jellyfish Kiss - Stormy Weather: Somber psychedelia from 
a UK band that really knows how to make a racket. The 
boys throw in a few meditative hypno-drones to show off 
their versatility but Weather's highlights are furious uptem- 
po pieces like Ends of Invention where a maelstrom of white 
noise is inventively decorated with fuzzy, wailing guitars, 
exotic melodic lines and loopy, monochromatic vocals. 
Kudos to Kramer for his impressive production work (Shim- 
my-Disc). 


Spit - Persecution of Genius: One liberal critic began her 
review of this opus by declaring that she supposed this Spit 
person was talented, but because he said things like "Boy 
what I wouldn't do to that ass," she couldn't support his 
efforts. Well wake-the-fuck-up girl, all men (gay and 
straight) think like this. I suppose if Sandra Bernhard had 
said it you would have adjudged it a brilliant and incisive bit 
of post-modern feminist comedy. This is satire you silly 
little gurl: an ironic juxtaposition of electro-beat and in- 
dustrial disco - music often designed solely for pelvic thrust 
and concomitant sexual arousal - with lyrics that take this 
concept beyond it's logical extreme. After all, it's just a 
short step from Two Live Crew and Prince to samples of 
Linda Blair exhorting us to "Stick your cock up her ass you 
worthless motherfucker," over some hard beats, isn't it? 
(Cargo Records, Box 9055, LaJolla, CA 92038). 


Klaus Schulze - The Dresden Performance: Double CD 
package of five lengthy synthesizer pieces that marks 
Schulze's record breaking six thousand and twenty-seventh 
recording. All kidding aside - although it does sound 
plausible given the plethora of releases by Klaus - this set 
was released to commemorate a concert of original works 
performed as a thank you to East German fans who often 
have to fork over a month's salary for a Schulze black market 
LP. Many will find this Gothic flavored synthesizer boom 
to be little more than meandering nonsense, others will find 
it haunting, evocative and perhaps sublime. (Caroline 
Records, 114 West 26th Street, NY,NY 10001). 


Poetry Devils - Performance: Take a Zen Buddhist priest, 
a professional poet and a wild ax-man who's played for 
crazies like Lester Bangs and Roky Erikson, toss 'em 
together and you've got the Poetry Devils, an ensemble that 
declaims unusual and imaginative verse over a striking 
musical backdrop that ranges from riff-happy hard rock to 
bluesy shuffle. Miriam Sagan, the group's most ac- 
complished wordsmith, spouts her vaguely ominous pieces 
in a style strongly reminiscent of Patti Smith and Laurie 
Anderson, minus much of their pretense. Robert Winson's 
work, more sound than sense, is nevertheless rather intrigu- 
ing recalling as it does the dadaist bleatings of Capt. Beef- 
heart. 


Un 
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Haunted Garage - Possession Park (Metal Blade): If Iggy 
and Axl like these guys do I even need to go on? Alright, 
it’s my column so I'll add my two cents. Garage play an 
endearingly obnoxious mix of riffonious shock-cock rock 
and speed metal to accompany amusingly facetious splatter 
imagery and misogynist sentiments. Kicking off with a 
cloying rendition of Angel of the Morning in which we are 
asked to: "Just call me Satan in the morning/Just suck my 
dick before you leave me," the band shifts into deranged 
overdrive with Welcome To Hell and never lets up. Song 
titles and imagery are a psychotronic film buffs delight which 
is what you might expect from a lyricist who wrote the scripts 
for twisted flicks like Blood Diner and Hollywood Chainsaw 
Hookers (Metal Blade). 


Sewer Rats - Bootleg Rats: You'd expect that with a name 
like this the music would be a boozy blend of blues and punk 
and like me, you'd be way off since these Rats play moody, 
melodic pop with some folky touches. It's not my cup of tea 
but in my salad days I probably would have written songs 
like this (had I the ability) singing in a similar achingly 
dreamy style inasmuch as I had a penchant for impres- 
sionable, Pre-Raphaelite styled women with a pronounced 
bent for English Romantic poetry ($6 to Joseph Spadaro, 2 
Root Lane, Hicksville, NY 11807). 


Scat Opera - About Time: Don’t slip this in the car's 
cassette player unless your parked. In fact I wouldn't suggest 
playing this anywhere other than the privacy of your own 
home and even then only with someone you love in atten- 
dance, someone who can tell you that your drinking and 
moving way too much to this sweaty, nasty, get-down, 
drop-dead funky, boll-weevil infested, metaloid punk funk. 
Opera's modus operandi is to lay down some big-bottom 
slapped bass, irresistible groove riffs, infectious powerhouse 
rhythms and then attack it with jazzy-metal guitar runs and 
bracing exhortations to stop listening "to the same old 
philosophy/it's usually a load of male scatology." Amen, 
and pass me that bottle of wine, bro (Metal Blade). 


Rocket From The Crypt - Paint As A Fragrance: It's 
reassuring to know rock ain't dead yet even though commer- 
cial radio is always doing its best to kill it. But with bands 
like this, rock will never be put to rest. Paint is a ten song 
LP filled with guitars, fun lyrics, plenty of drive and more 
hooks than can be found in any tackle box. Clean production 
values provide plenty of punch and Elaina's backing vocals 
add a nice ethereal balance. Pick up Paint to have your faith 
in music resurrected and to rock with the living again (Cargo 
Records). by Joe Kolb 


Edgewise - Silent Rage: Pennsylvania rockers come up with 
one hell of an EP. If you like hardcore that will drive your 
parents and neighbors nuts, this is the record for you: six 
scorching songs with blurted vocals that will stay in your 
head long after you've finished listening to them. Nicely 
packaged as well with plenty to look at - if you can keep still 
(Smorgasbord, Box 126, York, Pa, 17405). Бу Joe Kolb 


411 - This Isn't Me: With pulse pounding rhythms that could 
drain any pacemaker of its power, 411 are not for the weak 
of heart. Superb production results in a clean sound charged 
with raw power that makes the lyrics of this four piece 
political/punk/social awareness band intelligible, their play- 


ing undistorted. I wish more hardcore bands would follow 
in their footsteps (Cargo Records). by Joe Kolb 


Chemical Toybox - Censorshit: This limited edition pack- 
age comes with a variety of artwork, newspaper articles and 
a cassette tape. It's a wonderful collection by a very talented 
group that takes avant-garde to an entertaining extreme. 
Using an assortment of tape sources from T.V., radio and 
their own compositions, Chemical Toybox create outrageous 
spoken wordscapes suffused with a plethora of sounds and 
background noise. Surprisingly, the results are neither harsh 
nor distortive. Touching on the ridiculousness of talk shows 
and providing excellent musical fade in/outs, this tape takes 
the place of station flipping. Check this package out, it will 
provide hours of visual and aural entertainment (Auricular 
Records, 575 Haight, San Francisco, CA 94117). by Joe 
Kolb 


Various Artists - In The Eyes of Death: A terrifying 
compilation of death metal bands that's sure to be a barrel 
of laughs for the whole family - the Manson family that is. 
Twelve diabolic cuts from six fiendish bands, three of which, 
Asphyx, Grave and Tiamat you already know about. The 
others, Unleashed, Morgoth and Loudblast, you should 
know about, especially the latter since it's probably France's 
greatest contribution to contemporary music since Plastic 
Bertrand; although I seriously doubt Loudblast will ever be 
heard warbling Ca Plane Pour Moi (Century Media). 


Fugazi - Steady Diet of Nothing: These guys have garnered 
a lot of press lately due, in no small part, to their anti: drink, 
dope, meat-eating, slam-dancing, adults only shows, etc. 
stance. It sounded like the lifestyle of a chowderhead to me, 
so when I finally got a hold of this, their latest release (their 
record company wouldn't send me a freebie, they didn't 
think our readers would "appreciate" the Fugazi thing) I 
expected the worst . . . and goddammit, I didn't get it. What 
I got, was impeccably produced, played and composed 
pre-post-thrash neopunk: buzzing guitars, hoarse, impas- 
sioned emoting pegged to furious, sometimes angular 
rhythms and harsh dissonant melodies. I haven't listened to 
'em enough yet so I can't really say whether they're a great 
band but I certainly wouldn't argue with anyone who said 
they were. A good place to start is the austere Runaway 
Return, chances are if you like this Gang Of Four hommage, 
you'll dig the rest of the platter. 


Minister of Noise - Heaven In Your Eyes: Boy, these press 
releases could make the life of a music critic so easy if all 
- he or she wanted to do was slavishly copy them. "Eight 
slices of steaming dance metal with an avant garde edge," 
says the copy, but because the CD has nine cuts and because 
I haven't the foggiest notion of what "dance metal" is, I'm 
going to take a whack at describing the sounds myself. The 
Minister takes simple but engaging riff sequences which are 
often little more than synthesized rhythm tracks and overlays 
them with unusual and disturbing vocal effects, spacey guitar 
improvisations and all manner of electronic whooshes and 
whishes. Ranging in style from disco-funk to ominous dance 
trance, this is the perfect disc for warming up a lower east 
side party - or any fest peppered with fashion casualties and 
cutting-edge wannabes for that matter (Cargo Records). 
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Drive Like Jehu - ST: What a joyful noise these boys make 
unto the Lord. Irate, window rattling clangor, an effective 
hybrid of thrash and hard rock driven by demented adenoidal 
screaming and frenzied rhythms, underpinned by a churning 
sea of rumbling, booming guitars and harsh dissonant riffs. 
If you want to scare young drug-abusers straight, I would 
suggest playing them Good Luck In Jail for its chilling 
recreation of what sounds like a young innocent's introduc- 
tion to the joys of prison sex. (Cargo Records). 


The Clash - Clash On Broadway: No, it's not a set of 
unreleased live performances but one of those attractively 
packaged box sets purposefully designed to trap the unwary 
- i.e. those who already own most of the Clash's best stuff - 
into forking over their hard-earned cash. Should you buy it? 
I dunno, that depends how much you feel you need a three 
CD set that includes, in addition to all the tracks most of us 
would consider essential, booklets of reminiscences and 
lyrics, a few rare B-sides, three unreleased songs and eight 
demo/live/alternate versions that will do nothing to change 
your opinion of the band. Me? I bought the thing as a 
Christmas present for my brother since he thinks "the only 
band that matters" were "those British guys who did Rock 
The Casbah." 


7 And 12 Inch News: 


Crungehouse - Mona Prague/Crap Moire: Fuck Kixs or 
Kicks or whatever they call themselves, if I'm going to see 
any headbanger band in the DC area its going to be the 
Crungers. Side one is a funky metal workout with some 
ballistic guitar solos. Side two is a horror house filled with 
howls, moans, and more dire riffs than a dozen Ozzy 
Osbourne records (5405 Faragut, Hyattsville, MD 20781). 


3530 Wilson Boulevard, Arlington, Virginia 22201 
(703) 525-1313 


PR 


Solomon Grundy - Spirit of Radio/I'm Not The Freak: 
Lead singer and guiding light Van Conner has a Rush fixation 
hence the A-side cover. Fortunately, Van Conner doesn't 
sound anything like Geddy Lee so this version is a decided 
improvement on the original. The flipside is another catchy 
hard pop confection (New Alliance, Box 1389, Lawndale, 
CA 90260). 


Date Bait - I’m Outta Here/Strange Movies: These 
Maryland boys just keep getting better and better but that's 
to be expected when you have to constantly deal with the 
pressure of opening for cult bands like the Cramps. Outta 
Here is a Kim Kane/Brian Horowitz composition, a wild, 
punky rave-up with (and I never thought I'd be saying this) 
a terrific Stiv Bators like vocal performance from the nor- 
mally reserved Gutter Boy. The flip is a fat bottomed 
ghoulie stomp originally recorded by Reg Presley and his 
Troggs (DSI Records, Box 346, Dunn Loring, VA 22027). 


Augusta Furnace - Rumble Strip: Two cuts of artsy, 
infectiously propulsive, melodic rock laced with dissonant 
guitar, moody vocals and frenzied sax. The other composi- 
tion is an endearingly ditzy bit of lilting pop that makes 
marvelous use of a clarinet (Community 13, 438 Bedford 
Ave Brooklyn, NY 11211). 


ZuZu’s Petals - Jackals/Categories/Joanne: Hard-rockin’ 
power trio (oops not supposed to say that) consisting of three 
snotty chicks (oops again) with chops and attitude to burn. 
The tender and impassioned Joanne is something of a 
surprise, showing as it does that the girls have little com- 
punction about dropping their guard to sing heartfelt songs 
of love, albeit the love that dare not speak its name (Com- 
munity 13). 
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By Steve Jeffries 


POSITIVELY 13 O'CLOCK 


The Count Five. The bossest 60's 
punk album cover shots of all time spin 
the whole tale. The Count Five - 
whacked out in white turtle necks 
layin' down the law to a batch of 
screaming, mini-mixed beatlettes. 
The Count Five - wiggin' mop-tops 
decked out in Dracula capes guarding 
their haunted mansion from the unhip. 
The Count Five - blitzkrieging the 
non-beatleboot nation live via teenbeat 
TV satellite. Hobbies? You want 
hobbies? The live five had more hob- 
bies than God! Vox guitars, groovy 
chicks, tight pants, banana splits . . . 
you name it, they could dig it! Likes? 
Dislikes? Hated squares, dug long 
hair, worshipped The Who, drove 
Mustangs. The Count Five were cool. 


You know, at some point in your life 
you've heard The Count Five even if 
you weren't aware of it. Fact is, it was 
probably at a HIGH POINT in your 
life. Like, for example, in that flick 
Drugstore Cowboy. The Count Five's 
Psychotic Reaction was that real wiggy 
atmospheric guitar rave-up playing in 
the background while that schitzy little 
speed freak in the black hat was sitting 
on his front porch (tastefully decorated 
with an American flag) watching the 
downers crew unload the lude-largess 
from their latest pharmacy heist. See, 
so you've already heard The Count 
Five. You are in the know. Always 
were. 
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Anyway, the sixto-punk-manic ger- 
manics at Line Records have reissued 
The Count Five's 1966 psycho-wax 
Psychotic Reaction on witchy-white 
vinyl with the original cover largely 
intact and thrown a mind-blowing dose 
of post-reaction fives into the action. 
If flying is your buzz, you will wig to 
this twig! 


By the way, if anyone's interested, that 
transylvanian-freaky spook house The 
Count Five are pulling sentry duty at 
on the alb-cover is called the 
Winchester Mystery House, located 
somewhere in the way-out West. The 
Winchester Mystery House was the 
obsessive mind-warp of Sarah 
Winchester, mentally-disturbed 
heiress to Winchester guns and ammo 
fortune, who maniacly added stair- 
ways to nowhere, hidden rooms and 
the like to the house throughout her 
schizoid lifetime. Sarah’s equally 
mental son-spawn later became ob- 
sessed with developing his own per- 
sonal automobile, a huge black, ultra- 
streamlined behemoth he christened 
the "Phantom Corsair." On the day 
the monster rod was to make its debut 
at a local auto show, Son of Sarah 
tragically died in a car wreck on the 
way to the gig, catapulting himself into 
history as the Brian Jones of the parts- 
swap world. All info here courtesy of 
porn superstar Adam West who led a 
bizarre guided tour of the house as part 
of a feature on the weekly TV drag- 
strip series The Superchargers. 
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Garage Super Stock 


TERMINAL STUPID 


A new wave (get it?) of 70's punky- 
pink flav repros reissues and rehashes 
have got me screaming: HEY KOOL- 
AID! GIMMIE MORE!!! Lurkers, 
Buzzcocks, Slaughter and the Dogs, 
Adverts, Snivelling Shits, Destroy All 
Monsters, Dictators, Dead Boys... 
man, I am DRENCHED! Wiggling, 
you know. In the interest of brevity . 
. . Well, shit, never mind cuz this is 
too hot - right now on TV imprisoned 
psycho-slut Donna Mills is having a 
flick-knife fight with her pepper hot 
chicana cellmate. STICK HER ASS! 
KILL!! I really fucking hate Donna 
Mills. Whatever, like I said, in the 
interest of brevity on to Les Disques 
(that's French for records). 


The Lurkers? Greatest Hit (Beggars 
Banquet) compiles the jack-ham- 
mered, two-chord amphetamine punk 
output of England's Ramone clones 
from the savage '77 pogo mangler 
Freak Show through later pop-punkers 
Just Thirteen, Then 1 Kicked Her, etc. 
Only glaring omission here is the ab- 
sence of The Lurker's ultimate slash- 
ing stab of incoherent hostility Be My 
Prisoner, a slab so laden with teen 
hate-appeal that in ninth grade I under- 
went the stinging humiliation of forc- 
ing my mother to truck me over to our 
local "hip" record store in our battered 
family "I am dork" yellow '72 Malibu 
station wagon to purchase the virulent 
vinyl under the sneering glare of the 
proprietor while mother fingered the 
Sex Pistols’ Never Mind The Bollocks 
with disapproval. I bought that too. 


Slaughter And The Dogs’ Rabid 
Dogs el-pee memorializes a truly rabid 
live 1978 slaughter-slop set at the 
Manchester Bellevue. Primeval 
proponents of the "loud fast rules" 
school of pummel-punk, S&D careen 
through bashers We Don't Care, 
You’re a Bore, Waiting For My Man 
and more with the punch-drunk inten- 
sity of a Billy-Jack flick. Let the good 
times roll out of control while Miss 
Manners vomits. 


Snivelling Shits’ Isgodaman EP. 
While deluded commie cry-babies like 
the Clash were hailed (hieled) by fat 
hippy "rock" critics cuz their boring 


socially-conscious reggae covers were 
SO fucking revolutionary, UK-punk 
zippy pinheads The Snivelling Shits, 
anti-heroes of depressed misshapen 
teen loserdom, asked the questions that 
really mattered. Does God jerk off? 
Can you fuck Angie Dickinson? Are 
Charlie's Angels made of rubber? The 
Shits ultra-77 pogo anthems Terminal 
Stupid, Isgodaman and (Guess I should 
have told you I was using my 
thumb/truth of the matter is) I Can't 
Come, all punchy distortion level 
guitar smashing and hyper-snot vocal 
snarling, shutdown any diaper-wetting 
Clash pansy-picker ever recorded. 
The now sounds of the Snivelling 
Shits, now available on Damaged 
Goods records. Contains red dye 
number 2. On par with the unparal- 
leled X-Ray-Spex. 


D.A.M. Revenge Records collection 
November 22, 1963 chronicles the 
studio half-life of late seventies 
Stooges fallout Destroy All Monsters. 
Supercharged by Ron Asheton guitar 
power-plant and tongue-driven by 
tangy leoparded-skin brassiered and 
platform shod punk goddess Niagara, 
Detroit's D. A.M. ground out raw- 
power Motor City garage metal from 
1978 to 1981 to the terror of local PTA 
groups, garden clubs and the lawn 
donkey set in general. November 22, 
1963 features hy-torque hi-lites Jesus 
Was A Shotgun, You're Gonna Die, 
and a steel-toed These Boots Were 
Made For Walking. More of the same 
(plus joy poppers like Anyone Can 
Fuck Her) is featured on Fan Clubs 
distortion drenched live D. A.M. set, 
distinguished by a cover shot of Ron 
Asheton himself sporting his cool 
biker shades and Luftewaffe bomber 
jacket. A must with purple flavored 
MD 20/20. 


In the purple wine vein, be on the 
prowl for Au-go-go's recessive reissue 
of the menacing Dictators’ pre-spike 
glam punk heart punch Go Girl Crazy 
replete with inhibition melting Hand- 
some Dick Manitoba poster which will 
induce hot chix to have sex with you 
or the poster. Quoth Ross "The Boss" 
FUNicello, "To me, quantity is 
quality." Dictators Uber Alles! Also 
look for Dead Boys’ pseudo-reissue 
Younger, Louder, Snottier with live 
Stiv-induced cover of The Ig’s Search 
and Destroy. 


700-WETT 


"Handsome Bold 12 inch LP seeks 
home with SWINGERS for loud, 
boisterous, uninhibited lifestyle. En- 
joys: sex, Punk-Rock, beer, drugs, 
fast cars, faster women. Dislikes: 
jazz, disco, squares." - The Devil 
Dogs’ Big Beef Bonanza (Crypt). 


Why say more? Fuck, why not, cuz 
this 33 & 1/3 is so cool it comes with 
its own reviews so’s I don’t have to 
think (bourbon high-balls kicking in 
BIGTIME!). How do you like this 
one? Devil Dogs is "crashin' and 
careenin' about in a loud noisy vehicle 
composed of the spare parts and left- 
overs from the likes of DMZ, Saints, 
Dictators, Ramones an' even Thee 
Mighty Caesars. Results're the best 
set of tunes "bout cars & gurls ina 
geko's age." - Tim Stegall, YOUR 
FLESH. Doesn't that sound cool? 
Shit yes, and I agree baby, this 
DEVIL-wax is the max! Tim Stegall 
sounds real boss too. I fucking feel 
good, good, good! What is a "geko's 
age" though? I got edjamcashun! 


Psychic Jean Dixon predicts that a 
single exposure to The Devil Dogs' 
pile-driving non-stop four-on-the- 
floor live action punk show will get 
you mashing gears I.S.O. Big Beef 
Bonanza's vibrant, full living color 
Big Daddy-inspired sleeve. That's 
right, now playing pops, so catch these 
rats if they gigs near your digs. 
Psychic Stephen 1. Jeffries predicts 
that your lucky 3-digit DC lottery 
number is 262, as in Messerschmitt. 
No shit. 


TEEN FAIR 


Whoa, strap in tite lotsa-papa 'cause 
this high school hop is some SOLID 
ACTION. Battle of the Beat, a 
California Recording Service archiv- 
ing of the 1963 Hollywood Teen Fair 
band contest billed as "The World's 
Rarest Surf Compilation," packs more 
insane reverb-drenched teen instro 
trauma wave for wave than a stack of 
Surfaris' singles. Cleverly packaged 
in a plain white sleeve with a tiny blue 
sticker in the corner to elude the hodad 
purchaser, this class glas-pak ain't just 
the world's rarest surf comp, it's the 
tuffest! 
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Teen Fender rumble eliminators in- 
clude The Vestells’ monster buzz-saw 
guitar dive bomb The Wedge, The 
Debonnaires’ night-stalking terror 
trip High Wall, Eddie And The 
Showmen’s twangy two-timer The 
Scratch and The Exiles’ moody, sax- 
blown Viscounts’ method instro rendi- 
tion of On Broadway. And this is 
merely the intense de la intense. Satis- 
faction guaranteed. 


DEVIL DUANE 


So while So. Cal. hepsters were 
surfin’ up the early sixties, the bad 
Bufords and Betty-Maes down in 
earth-bound and lake-riddled Georgia, 
Tennessee, etc. were, well, um, water 
skiing. You know, barefootin’. 
Jumpin’ the wake. Nor did this 
nefarious backwoods beer-boogie n’ 
butt-wiggle hot-boat hoedown escape 
the grasping gaze (glaze) of Mr. Boss 
Twang himself, Duane Eddy. No 
way. Fresh from recording Twistin’ 
’n Twangin’ іп 62, ever trendy guitar- 
man Duane quickly cut the epic Water 
Skiing LP in order to capture that 
"thrill of rising up out of the water and 
skimming across it at speeds from 
fifteen to fifty miles per hour." But 
hey, why take it from me? Take it 
from a hip cat who knows: Dr. H. 
Steward McDonald, 1963 Executive 
Director, Professional Water Ski As- 
sociation and Board Member, 
American Water Ski Association. 
Take it Dr. H.!: 
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ANACRUSIS 


Manic Impressions 


that will make 
your ears drool 


"This music and its rhythms are in- 
spired by the actual experiences of 
water skiing. Written and played by 
ace quitarist Duane Eddy, an ardent 
water skier of some three years (he was 
skiing on one ski his third day at it!), 
these tunes match many of the moods 
and feelings of the sport. Duane’s 
guitar phrases will, at one moment, 
have you down in the water making 
that last minute adjustment to your skis 
. . . letting the rope get tight. Next, 
you gain momentum with the boat as 
you're pulled through water, and final- 
ly there's the thrill of popping to the 
surface and skimming over the water, 
wind and spray whistling by, as you 
get that uplifted feeling of flying over 
the surface . . . This Duane Eddy 
music will let your imagination take 
you out on the skis backwards, turn 
them around, ski on the tiny shoe skis 
or even barefoot (no skis at all!), go 
looping back and forth through the 
slalom course and land on one ski, go 
fast, go slow, go leaping and soaring 
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over the incline of the wooden ski jump 
or ramp, and even, if you dare, soar 
higher - 100 - 150 feet - on the MAN 
CARRYING SKI KITE! Now... 
Duane Eddy and that twangy guitar 
take you water skiing while the record 
spins!" 


Wow, GO DUANE! Really, if you're 
a fan of the Eddyman's original Big 
Boss Twang Guitar instro sound like I 
am, Water Skiing really hits those 
king-sized bass strings heavy. Warn- 
ing: contains revving drag-boat en- 
gine sounds. In gear! 


MOTOR MORON 


Around '77 to '78 bored Annapolis 
garage intelligentsia assemble power 
driven pogo-stick Judies Fixation and 
infiltrate the then thriving DC/MD 
pre-hardcore (cardboard) punk/wave 
scene already populated by the likes of 
the immortal Shirkers (of self-destruc- 
tive classic Drunk and Disorderly 
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fame), Chumps, Penetrators, Insect 
Surfers, Slickees, 1/2 Jap, Nurses, 
Tina-peel, etc.  Overheated by the 
psycho-ward stage incendiaries of 
black-leather pantied S&M vocal whip 
Ben Wah (R.I.P), Judies Fixation is 
destined to crash and burn, and does 
so quickly, leaving only the punk-per- 
fect paean to pain Martyr Me (on the 
impossible to over-rate Limp Records 
30 Seconds Over DC sampler) as its 
sole vinyl testament. Sensing doom, 
Judies Fixation drummer Jacques 
Stroppe gathers surviving Annapolis 
masochists and their few remaining 
instruments and flees to pal Sam's 
rural MD farm. Sam's back forty, 
littered with semi-serviceable Johnson 
era automobiles, TV sets and various 
tool shop detritus, yields a new crop 
of Annapolis wigdom nourished only 
by highly potent alcoholic "nectar" 
and exhaust fumes: The Motor 
Morons. 


Competition stocked with weed 
whackers, industrial grinders, mucho 
mopar, curvaceous drag-strip queens 
Blade and Michelle, and the ashes of 
Judies Fixation, The Morons emerge 
to shower jaded Balt/DC/NY club 
crud with hot sparks and obscenities. 
Burn oil with (slant) six song Motor 
Moron lavender vinyl white trash auto 
repair bible Conspicuous Consump- 
tion. Includes replacement parts . 318, 
Yer Cars to Old, etc. See also Morons 
Complete-Rebuild cassette for master 
cylinder Out d'Way (Ain't Got No 
Brakes. 


Thanx to fun facts maven and cheap 
beer and car parts contributor Jim 
"Fill-Up* Kirkland, God's gift to gas 
station service. Buenos Aires till next 


time! 


AND PAINTED, ONE ΟΕ A 

KIND, STUFFED DOoU.S, SIGNED 
BY DOUG AUEN IN A LIMITED 
EDITION. EACH ONE IS 
DIFFERENT, OWN A DOUG 
ALLEN ORIGINAL / 
STEVEN AND BROCK ўзв, 5e 
CACTUS PLANT — # 40.00 
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THE ORIGINAL POLITICAL COMIC BOOK OF THE '80s AND ‘908 


ALL NEW COMICS AND 
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PETER KUPER 
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i Scott Cunningham 
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FULL COLOR COVERS 


NOW AVAILABLE! 


Doug Allen and Gary Leib's 
"Book of Idiots" 772 


A compendium of collaborative, 
decorative doodlings chosen 
from sketchbooks and cocktail 
napkins. 54 pages, cardboard 
cover. Limited edition. 


Send $20 to Studio Twelve 
952 N. Hoyne Ave. 
Chicago, IL 60622 
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Apocalypse Culture 
(ed) Adam Parfrey 
Feral House (1990) 


In Amerika, we are conditioned fromthe 
time we are toddlers to be a passive 
receptacle for all manner of useless infor- 
mation. Beginning at home and continu- 
ing in our schools, we are taught to prize 
conformity, antiseptic concepts of beauty, 
and puritanical ethics, at the expense of 
individuality, creativity and intuition. And 
the programming never ends; we are end- 
lessly force fed, through the seven hours 
of television we watch daily, the mindless 
idiot chatter of our so called friends and 
family, and the numbing pablum of the 
fourth estate. By thetime we are ready to 
enter the hallowed halls of higher learning, 
our brainwashing is complete. We are 
rolled off the assembly line, blind, soulless 
automatons yearning, desperately yearn- 
ing, to take our place as a cog in the 
exploitive capitalist machine. Our reward 
for such obedience insures us the 
paradise of marriage to a semi-attractive 
woman with whom communication of any 
sort is impossible, a two-bedroom tract 
home in a planned community and gainful 
employment purposefully designed and 
tested not to disturb us in our slumbers. 


Apocalypse - from the Latin for revela- 
tion - Culture is meant to be a kind of 
wake-up call, even for people like we 
Brutarians who long ago figured out that 
this country, Christ, the entire world was 
going straight to Hell in a handbag. | 
mean it's one thing to say that modern 
man is dead to feeling; it's quite another 
to abandon all hope and fuck only 
corpses. Like Mr. Anton "Hail Satan" 
LaVey, one of the esteemed essayists in 
this collection, | too believe that the 
military-industrial complex is trying its 
best to keep us weak and stupid, but if 
they're utilizing weather control and radia- 
tion from earth-bound and satellite trans- 
mitters as he maintains, how are the con- 
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spirators protecting themselves? We're 
talking about diseased minds here, fanatic 
fantasists like Frank who, as you read this, 
is in the process of finalizing a plan which, 
when completed, will allow him to enter 
the Guiness Book of Records for most 
murders committed in one place. Or 
feces eating punk-rocker GG Allin who 
has publicly stated that he intends, as 
Soon as he gets paroled from prison, to 
give a performance in which he will blow 
away several members of the audience 
and then take himself out. 


The first half of the book is by far the 
most intriguing, concerning as it does, 
some of the Twentieth Century's most 
notorious eccentrics and their rather 
alarming practices. Thomas McEvilley 
weighs-in with a provocative history of 
conceptual and performance art, Kristine 
Ambrosia and Joseph Lanza conduct a 
fascinating interview with body modifier 
Fakir Musafar, and editor Adam Parfrey 
adds several disturbing short pieces, the 
best of which makes an interesting argu- 
ment for self-castration. 


The second half of Apocalypse which 
purports to assemble the " psychopolitical 
consequences ofthe sub rosa convergen- 
ces behind apocalypse culture," consists 
almost entirely of uninteresting compen- 
diums and pointless exercises in tedium 
that read like failed master's theses from 
obscure cow colleges. Parfrey's intent in 
this section is to convey the tragedy, mad- 
ness and failure he sees underlying the fin 
de seicle weltgeist but the material he has 
selected suggests only that our age is 
exhausted. The one notable exception is 
Gregory Kuprey's fascinating article on 
the unholy and seemingly paradoxical al- 
liance between imperial zionists and the 
lunatic Christian right. 


Jadoo 
John Keel 
Pyramid Books (1972) 


Jadoo... a word that can only be whispered in 
the jungles and remote corners of the Far East, a 
word that can open the door to magic and marvels 
beyond imagining or close your coffin lid. John 
Keel, one of the world's foremost Forteans - inves- 
tigators of occult and paranormal phenomena - has 
spent a substantial part of his life attempting to 
unlock the secrets ofthe forbidden arts of the Orient 
and this is a chronicle of those efforts. In addition, 
it is also an engaging and at times, hair-raising 
adventure story of a struggling writer's encounters 
with strange and exotic peoples. 


Keel's story begins with an account of his modest 
origins in the little city of Hornell, New York. A puny 
kid who dreamed of mysterious, far away places 
and when not lost in alien lands of his own devise, 
ardently practiced magic. At fourteen, he dis- 
covered he had a knack for writing and began to 
place pieces in the local paper. Quitting school at 
the age of seventeen, Keel eventually joined the 
army and after a successful stint as an overseas 


correspondent resigned to undertake what he 
hoped would be a magical and mysterious journey 
to the Middle and Far East. 


Armed with only a battered typewriter and a few 
dollars, Keel resolved to visit all the dazzling places 
he had read and fantasized about or to perish in the 
attempt. His first stop is Cairo where he learns the 
art of snake catching and the secrets of the forbid- 
den Citadel, a dark fortress of magicians, witch 
doctors and aged sorcerers. While snooping 
around the outskirts of Cairo he also inadvertently 
stumbles onto a thriving black market in manufac- 
tured mummies and nearly pays for this discovery 
with his life/ 

From Cairo, it's on to Baghdad, a filthy, primitive 
asphalt and clay jungle that fails to inspire Keel’s 
muse. When a Sheikh offers him refuge in one of 
the holy cities of the Yezidis, a tribe of devil worship- 
pers, Keel readily accepts the invitation and high 
tails it out of the foul smelling and violence ridden 
city. Quickly indoctrinated by the Yezedis, Keel 
learns that the basis of the faith is fear: God is good 
and therefore harmless, the devil on the other hand, 
enjoys wreaking havoc on man and so must be 
propitiated. Twice a year a prince of the tribe must 
therefore lead the elders in a secret ceremony to 


appease the Evil One. Keel tries to surreptitiously 
sit-in on one of these ceremonies and is given the 
bum’s rush. After this, the tribe grows cold and 
distant toward him and although he spends a few 
more months in the place where evil supposedly 
dwells, it is largely unproductive. Keel therefore 
decides to leave. 


A valuable lesson has been learned however: 
never enter a forbidden place uninvited. This 
knowledge proves indispensable in Calcutta and 
Bombay, the next stops on his arduous journey. In 
these Indian metropolises Keel learns the secrets of 
the Indian rope trick, X-ray eyes, water walking and 
living burials. And yes, there is a contrivance in- 
volved with each of these famous feats of hocus- 
pocus but to reveal them here would do a disservice 
to Keel the writer who makes his assiduous efforts 
to discern the methods behind the magic as fas- 
cinating as the tricks themselves. 


The final third of Jadoo focuses on Keel’s 
sojourns in Nepal and the Himalayas and is, in many 
ways, the most fascinating because it deals less 
with legerdemain and more with the mystic and the 
preternatural. The last chapters center on the 
search for the Grand Lama, a path which leads Keel 
to the arcane practices of mind reading, astral 
projection and levitation. The way is also fraught 
with many spills and chills inasmuch as it must be 
crossed with one eye out for the dangerous Yeti, the 
legendary abominable snowman. 


Though Keel gains much on this part of his jour- 
ney, his most important acquisition is the discipline 
needed to be a writer. Constantly taking pen to 
paper in the face of almost impossibe conditions 
hardens him and eradicates the fear that he may not 
possess the courage to work at this lonely trade. 
The author finds that his adventures have also aided 
in the development of his sense of humor, which 
wedded to his sensitive, inquisitive nature have 
made him a particular kind of wordsmith: a 
storyteller on the grand scale of Kipling or Marco 
Polo. 


A fabulous tale of mystery and derring-do that is 
also a moving journal of self-discovery, Jadoo is a 
book that is every bit as engrossing as Papillion, 
Typee or Kon-Tiki. 
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Nightmares In Damaged Brains - Fanatical Fringe Film Fanzines 


Believe it or not, there is more, much more in the 
publishing world than was ever dreamt of in Ed 
McMahon's Publisher's Clearinghouse philosophy. To 
wit, fanzines concerned with fringe aspects of popular 
culture, especially film and all things horrific. 


DEEP RED ALERT 


One of the strangest of these zines is Deep Red Alert, 
formerly Deep Red, the brainchild of Gore Zone staff 
writer Chas. Balun. This attractively designed and laid 
out digest-sized periodical is primarily devoted to ex- 
tremist films in the horror genre i.e., those that place a 
heavy emphasis on graphic depictions of gore and grue. 
The premier issue features an amusingly capricious 
essay by editor Balun on his desperate search for films 
to satisfy his sanguinary cravings as well as an arresting 
interview between Chas. and Jim Van Bebber, the brains 
and brawn behind the cult smash Deaabeat At Dawn. 
There are also over two dozen informative and endear- 
ingly snide reviews, principally of foreign films by the likes 
of Soavi, Fulci, Franco, et al., names which will be familiar 
only to hard core horror devotees. The most heartening 
development in this incarnation however, is Balun's 
decision to expand his coverage into areas other than 
gruesome fright flicks. Thus, rather than rehashed fea- 
tures on zombie movies or FX maven Tom Savini, we are 
given instead, succinct, artfully composed pieces by 
Greg Goodsell on the industrial-experimental dance 
band Skinny Puppy and Steve Bissette on the Japanese 
"pink" film genre. With fifty-six pages fleshed out with 
interesting stills, illustrations and ad mats, Deep Red isa 
bargain at $4.95. Send your check to Deep Red World 
Headquarters, 8425 Carnegie Ave, Westminster, CA 
92683. 


EUROPEAN TRASH CINEMA 


European Trash Cinema, or ETC as it is more 
popularly known, is editor Craig Ledbetter's Eurasian 
answer to Psychotronic, preoccupied as it is with 
cinematic pap from overseas. It too is digest sized, 
pleasingly designed, well-written and features many of 
the writers who, oddly enough, often show up in the 
letters section of the aforementioned Psychotronic chas- 
tizing or correcting editor Michael Weldon, e.g. Horacio 
Higuchi, Conrad Widener. ETC is essential reading for 
the content alone, but editor Ledbetter, a terrific essayist 
in his own right, has wisely recruited an astute and 
talented cast of wordsmiths in an effort to keep his 
publication refreshingly varied in tone and style. The 
latest edition not only contains over a dozen reviews and 
several brief notices, but features an engaging interview 
with Dario Argento protege, Michele Soavi and a playful 
career overview of Umberto (Man From Deep River) 
Lenzi. ETC is a steal at $10 for four issues. Send your 
hard earned bucks to PO Box 5367, Kingwood, TX 
77325. 


ECCO 


Most professionally established writers would kill to be 
able to write as well as Charlie Kilgore of Ecco. Now 
some people might say that any laudatory comments | 
might make are a matter of bias since | once toiled for 
this impeccably written newsletter. However, one need 
only look at the hosannas Charlie Kilgore's quarterly has 
garnered to see that any words of praise | might add at 
this juncture would be little short of superfluous. And it 
is not merely the underground press that has bestowed 
encomiums; venerable publications as diverse as The 
Village Voice, the Rev. Moon owned Washington Times 
and Film Comment have been just as lavish in their 
extolments. Kilgore is an exploitation film expert who 
takes his subject quite seriously. While interested in the 
entertainment value of le film merde, Charlie is just as 
concerned with the mechanics of theme and structure as 
with a picture's sociological and historical significance. 
He truly believes, as Fritz Lang did, that there is more to 
be learned from a bad film than any dozen good ones. 
This approach makes Charlie's analysis of even the most 
unwatchable movie worthwhile and fascinating reading. 
The most recent number's highlights are a wonderful 
overview of the demimondaine of swamp sleaze cinema, 
the always provocative and amusing Ecco News, and 
newcomer Harold Clarke giving us what is likely to be the 
last word on Phil Tucker's and Lenny Bruce's Dance Hall 
Racket. Ecco is available for the bargain price of $10 for 
four issues, $14 overseas, through Box 65742, 
Washington, DC 20035. 


GORE GAZETTE 


And last, but certainly not least, is the Reverend Rick 
Sullivan's venerable Gore Gazette now in its one 
hundred and fifth installment. Rick has taken a lot of heat 
for the racist, misogynist and homophobic asides that 
decorate his scathingly hilarious sleaze and horror film 
reviews, but those criticizing the humble preacher seem 
to miss the point: Rick doesn't discriminate, every creed, 
color and nationality is fair game for his acerbic wit. I'm 
Sicilian and | thought the recent review of Godfather III, 
in which Rick begged for help in his efforts to keep those 
with "scungili engorged dicks" out of Hollywood, was one 
of the funniest things l've ever read, as was his rant 
concerning some sarcastic statements | made about the 
typical Gore Gazette reader which found their way into 
a local alternative weekly. The zine will never win any 
graphic design awards but in its own crude way is a thing 
of beauty, which as we all know is a joy forever. Thirteen 
dollars for twelve issues is ridiculously cheap. Send your 
simolians to Rick at 469 Hazel Street, Clifton, NJ 07011. 
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Second Feature 
John Cocchi 
Citadel Press (1991) 


During the years 1912 through 1915, feature film 
production kicked into overdrive and with the almost 
overnight transformation of what had once been little 
more than a cottage industry, came the second 
feature. In its early incarnation, these pictures were 
essentially dreadful, low-budget ventures produced 
primarily to make a quick and profitable return on 
what was essentially a no risk investment. In the 
thirties, these cheapies, which had come to be 
known as B-movies, were at their zenith with every 
major studio in command of their own B-unit and 
several independents established solely to produce 
such inconsequential fodder. However, this is not as 
startling a development as it appears especially when 
one checks the studio account books from 1930- 
1933, the years immediately following the stock 
market crash. In this three year period, annual movie 
attendance plunged alarmingly from 110 million to 60 
million; what better way to lure the moviegoer back 
into the theater than with an offer of two movies for 
the price of one? Where customers once were enter- 
tained by a single feature, shorts and cartoon, they 
were now treated to two long running features, one 
of which was an inexpensively made supporting film 
- the B movie. 


John Cocchi’s book is not a history of film made 
on the cheap. It is a catalogue of notable B-pictures 
(both good and not so good) listed chronologically 
and separated by genre. Each entry is a cleverly 
written, informative essay containing historical infor- 
mation, critical appraisal, plot summary and director 
and feature player credits. Although this may seem 
like a mountain of information, Cocci is mercifully 
succinct, effectively integrating all his data into a 
seamless assemblage. Unlike many writers mining 
this genre, Cocci does not overstate his case. He 


realizes that while many of these films are poorly 
made, they possess a certain shabby charm or are 
of interest primarily because of a certain perfor- 
mance or performer. Armed with this knowledge, the 
reader can feel a certain confidence in attempting to 
track down the films Cocchi describes as essential 
or fascinating viewing. 

The volume is also decorated with beautiful black 
and white stills many of which are quite rare. There 
is Peter Lorre's horribly burned face, glimpsed only 
for a moment in The Man Behind The Mask, Mamie 
Van Doren letting loose with a scream in the rarely 
screened Girl In Black Stockings, a great publicity 
shot for Edgar Ulmer's Detour and dozens more, 
many of them from Cocchi's private collection. 


For the film fanatic however, the true value of a 
book like this lies primarily in the number of gems 
exhumed. In this respect, Cocchi will not disappoint; 
there are scores of little known pictures he feels merit 
our attentions. Such as? Well, such as The Sin of 
Nora Moran ("One of the strangest films of the thir- 
ties."), and the X-rated romp Roommates ("One ofthe 
best of its kind."), and a forgotten Jayne Mansfield 
movie scripted by David Goodis, The Burglar 
(" . . . brooding camera work . . . and some highly 
imaginative special effects . . . make this something 
unusual and extremely effective.". Even when dis- 
cussing films with which we are fairly familiar, Cocchi 
usually has an interesting take on it or possesses a 
fascinating bit of arcana for us. 


A labor of love as well as an accomplished piece 
of film scholarship, Second Feature is a sorely 
needed addition to a badly under-researched genre 
of film. 
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Jack The Ripper: The Complete Casebook 
Donaid Rummbelow 
Contemporary Books (1988) 


Beginning in the late summer and continuing into 
the fall of 1888, a homicidal maniac known only as 
Jack The Ripper prowled Whitechapel, a pestilential 
slum on the east side of London. After the fifth and 
most savage murder - all were prostitutes - com- 
mitted on the morning of November eighth, the 
killings stopped. Within the next few months, law 
enforcement officials and the general public let out 
a collective sigh of relief: it appeared as if Ripping 
Jack was dead. 


It has been more than one hundred years since 
the last gruesome slaying and yet Jack still main- 
tains his morbid grip on western consciousness, his 
nom de guerre almost a synonym for the Boogey 
Man or old Mephistopheles himself. Why has this 
shadowy figure continued to possess such strange 
fascination for us? Well for one thing, the man, if 
indeed he was a man, was never caught nor was his 
identity ever conclusively established and as we all 
know, around mysteries such as this, cults and 
legends are born. Secondly, the particularly brutal 
nature of the murders makes them somewhat uni- 
que in the annals of crime. For Jack didn't just kill 
women, he sliced them open from trachea to vagina, 
cut off breasts, ears and noses and removed inner 
organs. He even sent part of a victim's kidney to the 
head of the Whitechapel Vigilance Committee. And 
finally, as Colin Wilson notes in his excellent intro- 
duction, the Ripper murders were the first instance 
of the modern sex crime, that is the first criminal 
case in which an abnormally powerful sexual urge 
found release in the murder and mutilation of 
women. 


Many theories have been advanced as to the 
identity of Jack but none so bizarre as that which 
alleges that there were three Rippers acting in con- 
cert to protect the reputation of the Duke of 
Clarence, the eldest son of the future King Edward 
VII. The motive for the murders was the supposed 
marriage between the Duke and a Roman Catholic 
named Annie Crook, an artist's model whom the 
Duke met while visiting his friend Walter Sickert the 
painter. The marriage was witnessed by Sickert and 
a friend of Annie's named Mary Kelly. A daughter, 
Alice Margaret, was born shortly thereafter but the 
father's name was left blank on the birth certificate. 
All of this had to be kept secret because the bride 
was Roman Catholic and with all the fervent anti- 
Catholicism then sweeping the country, the heads 


of state believed that revelation of this marriage 
might serve to topple the throne of England. With 
this danger ever present, the government decides 
to act. The Duke and his wife are abducted by state 
officials and removed in separate carriages. Annie 
is spirited away to a remote hospital where a primi- 
tive lobotomy is performed upon her by the Queen's 
personal physician, Sir William Gull, leaving her a 
living vegetable. The Duke is neverto see her again. 


Meanwhile, Mary Kelly friend of Annie and witness 
to the marriage, fearing for her life, goes into hiding 
in Whitechapel. There she enlists three female con- 
federates and with their aid attempts to blackmail 
the government into ensuring her safety. Queen 
Victoria, her prime minister and other cabinet mem- 
bers will have none of this, so they order Sir William 
Gull to dispose of all the women. Gull, with the aid 
of a coachman named John Netley and the 
aforementioned Walter Sickert descend into 
Whitechapel to hunt for the women. There, under 
cover of night and fog, the unfortunate women are 
lured into the coach by Sickert, fed poisoned grapes 
by Gull and then mutilated and disemboweled ac- 
cording to a Masonic ritual. Mary Kelly is the last to 
die, but before she does, an innocent woman of the 
same name is butchered. The murders are per- 
formed as Masonic rituals because everyone in- 
volved, Gull, the Prime Minister and other influential 
heads of state, are Masons and they fear that if the 
Queen is overthrown they will be tossed out like the 
proverbial baby with the bath water without the 
mystical protection of the venerable Brotherhood. 


Much of this will be familiar to those of you who 
have seen the marvelous film Murder By Decree; 
unfortunately, Rumbelow pokes so many holes in 
this theory that it retains very little credibility. Still, 
the most plausible hypothesis as to Jack's identity 
posits M. J. Druitt, a failed barrister who committed 
suicide shortly after the death of the Ripper's last 
victim, Mary Kelly. Again the theory though credible 
has one fatal flaw: not a shred of evidence exists to 
connect Druitt to the murders. 


Well, it's not Rumbelow's fault that he has been 
unable to establish the identity of Jack; he's done a 
superb bit of research and produced a lively and 
entertaining book profusely illustrated (including 
rare post-mortem pictures of the Ripper's victims) 
that's likely to be the definitive study on the 
Whitechapel murderer for years to come. 
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Russ Meyer - The Life and Films 
David K. Frasier 
McFarland & Company (1991) 


Is there a director alive who has made as many 
great films - Mudhoney, Faster Pussycat! Kill! Kill!, 
Vixen and Lorna to name just a few - and yet 
generated as much debate over the aesthetic value 
of them as Russ Meyer? King Leer, as Meyer is often 
affectionately called by his many admirers, inspires 
nothing if not passionate responses to his work. 
There seemsto be no middle ground, no indifference 
to the films, critics either love them or they hate them. 
Danny Peary, the author of three books on cult films 
curtly dismisses Meyer by stating, "I don't think 
Meyer's films important enough to get angry about." 
Herb Alpert of the Saturday Review has gone on 
record baldly stating that Russ is suffering from a 
form of neurosis which could perhaps be more ef- 
ficaciously treated by psychiatry rather than by 
filmmaking. Then, on the other side of the fence we 
find the fans like Pulitzer prize winning critic and 
frequent Meyers collaborator Roger Ebert who 
predicts that "serious film historians of the future will 
discuss him with such other radical structuralists as 


... AFTER RUSHING 


Mark Rappaport, Chantal Ackerman, Sergei 
Eisenstein and Jean-Luc Godard." Or John Waters, 
who believes Meyers not only to be the "Eisenstein 
of sex films," but with Faster Pussycat to have begot 
"the best movie ever made . . . possibly better than 
any film that will be made in the future." 


Whatever side you have chosen in this momen- 
tous debate, or even if you have yet to make up your 
mind, you will be entertained by David Fraiser’s 
scholarly, annotated compendium of Meyer and 
Meyer related articles, books, essays and interviews. 
For writers and historians, Fraiser has included sub- 
sections dealing with production and promotion, 
and criticism and censorship problems associated 
with each film. Lavishly illustrated with many rare 
(and erotic) stills and posters, Life and Times also 
boasts a thoughtful and incisive overview of Meyer's 
career by the author. Write to McFarland & Com- 
pany at Box 611, Jefferson, North Carolina 28640 for 
your personal copy. 


. ۰.by Nick Boucas 


VIETNAM VETERAN MACK JOHNSON SETTLES BACK 
TO ENJOY THE TELEVISED EXECUTION OF JANE FONDA... 
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How Το Write Porno Novels For Fun And Protit 
Richard E. Geis 


Loompanics (1985) 
by Greg Goodsell 


No shit! This book tells you how to break into the 
field of pornographic fiction in easy, step-by-step 
fashion illustrated by anecdote and example. The 
question others my be posing to one another after- 
wards is not "Where do | begin?" but rather "Why 
bother?" 


Geis is a grizzled veteran of the skin trade and 
has no illusions as to the reason for the stroke 
book's precipitous decline in recent years, what 
with, among other things, the competition from 
videos, cable TV and magazines. Geis waxes nos- 
talgic over the salad days of the 1960's when he was 
paid close to $1000 for a book. The going rate, at 
least by 1985 standards, is around $400 for a 
manuscript of 40,000 words, the market for those 
poorly bound, non-descriptly designed paperbacks 
kept on high shelves at older liquor stores being as 
prone to recession as anything else. For Hot Suck- 
ing Aunt, at $3.95 and up must compete with the 
restricted income of the syphilitic wino who will 
more than likely stick his last bit of expendable 
income into a few more bottles of Night Train. 
Times are tough. 


Estimating that he's written close to 120 novels 
(published, cash on the barrel head) in his 25 years 
as a porno writer, Geis offers advice to the novice 
trying to break in. "I hopethis book will inspire some 
young adult to take up the torch and carry on 'till 
the published porno novel is no more, or to expand 
the boundaries and write sex where no man has 
written before." 


Geis offers examples of this brand of literature in 
a chapter entitled "A Short History Of The Modern 
Porno Novel, 1960-1985, With Caustic Asides and 
Wry Truths." Charting the suggestive, "dirty" 
volumes of the beatnik era to the explicit yet elegant 
school of the 1970's, Geis concludes his tour with 
the current 1985 variant, which has become as 
offensively worded as possible in order to excite the 
jaded reader. Hence, we are witness to the evolu- 
tion of throbbing tumescence to raging tool to rock 
hard penis to hard cock to meaty fuckpole. Ina 
worn attempt to keep the reader's attention, such 
prosaic words as ass, cunt and cock have been 
replaced by even more graphic terms such as place 
where l shit, fuck box and fuck stick. The author is 
unapologetic: "You may find these terms repulsive; 
| certainly do." 


Geis tells the aspiring dirty book author to stick 
with themes of incest. The guilt ridden male, the 
largest smutty book consumer, is invariably racked 
with desire for his mother, sister, aunt or other 
female relative. This explains the preponderance of 
titles such as Sister’s Hot Panties, Aunties Animal 
Urges and Cousin's Dirty Desires. Geis points out 
that books involving baby-sitters are in fact just 
sublimated fiction for men who desire congress with 
their daughters. 


Terminology is discussed in great detail, with 
proper slang for organs focused upon - the hottest 
manuscript, it seems, will be rejected outright if it 
includes the terms box, tits and knob. Themes that 
are allowable in mainstream pornography are ad- 
dressed, Geis noting that some plots range in and 
out of fashion. It is pointed out that lesbianism is 
always a welcome sub-plot in most current porno 
novels, but never, as was common in the late 
1960's, the main theme. Do's and don'ts (all char- 
acters must be at least 18 years of age, male 
homosexuality is taboo, no scenes involving piss 
and shit) are diagrammed for the beginner. 


Illustrated by sci-fi cartoonist Alexis A. Gilliland, 
How To Write Porno Novels For Fun And Profit 
has more than a few selections culled from Geis' 
previous books to qualify as one-handed reading 
material in and of itself. Wrapping up his slim 
volume, Geis offers these sage words of wisdom to 
those who trudge down this primrose path of sub- 
literature: 


"You think now, after having read the sex scenes 
l've quoted in this book, and having read my com- 
mentary, that writing porn novels is easy as hell. 
Believe it or not, it isn't easy . . . if you have literary 
ambitions, forget about writing porn. You'll tie your- 
self into knots of frustration and rage. Worse, if you 
send a manuscript to a porno editor with even a faint 
taint of literary qualities, he'll bounce it back with a 
rejection. You'll have wasted a lot of time and your 
ego will be bruised. Porn novel writing is a very 
specialized craft, and its content requirements 
change. It can be easy as pie for some, and impos- 
sible for others." 


What are all you aspiring pornographers waiting 
for? 
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The Archives Οἱ Aesthetic 
Nihilism 
John Aes-Nihil 
AES-NIHIL Productions (1991) 


John Aes-Nihil was once one of AMOK 
Bookstore's most important suppliers of rare and 
forbidden tomes until the store instituted a policy of 
taking orders and not bothering to ship them. Now 
John has set up shop for himself and AMOK's loss 
must certainly be considered Brutarian readers' 
gain. This intriguing, intentionally primitive, savage- 
ly scripted and designed catalogue - intentionally 
because John is a fine writer and graphics designer 
in his own right - is packed with all sorts of horrifying 
goodies that will have you sending money order after 
money order (no checks please) once you have 
given the thing even a casual once over. The video 
section has an amazing supply of Manson interviews 
and Manson related films, as well as documentaries 
on satanic cults and Anton LaVey and his followers. 
There is a special listing of Jim Jones materials, Nazi, 
KKK and White Supremacist videos and related full 
length features including the nauseatingly imbecilic 
anti-Semitic Jud Suss reportedly a fave of Der Fuhrer 
himself. Concert footage of such cult bands as 
Psychic TV and The Velvet Underground can be 
purchased for a mere tuppence. AES-NIHIL also 


sells a few of its own productions, one of which, 
Manson Family Home Movies (a re-creation) comes 
with John Water's highest recommendation. 


The audio section deals with many of the 
aforementioned subjects and adds a special listing 
devoted to serial killers like Ed (Psycho) Gein and 
Ed Kemper the behemoth who cut off his mother's 
head and used it as a dartboard. Sixty and ninety 
minute recitations by such literary mavericks as Bur- 
roughs, Bukowski, Kerouac and Anton Wilson round 
out the offerings. 


For those who still like to read, The Archives 
offers the opportunity to cozily curl up by the fire - a 
bonfire that is - with volumes on the ubiquitous 
Manson and LaVey. And The Archives may be your 
only source for acquiring EXIT (the bold, brave and 
incendiary journal of the taboo and the forbidden) 
and for fetish items - stockings, handkerchiefs, etc. 
- that once adorned the bodies of the legendary and 
semi-legendary. 

All of this is peppered with marvelously deranged 
and disturbing graphics, ad mats and photos and 
can be had by sending just two dollars to the soft 
spoken John. It's quite a bargain even if you decide 
the materials for sale are too daunting for you to 
purchase. Send two bucks to PO Box 93982, Hol- 
lywood, CA 90093. 
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The Language of 
Sexuality 


Alan Richter 
McFarland & Company (1987) 


Interested in the genesis of words 
like "Cunt" and "cock?" Of course you 
are, otherwise you wouldn't be hold- 
ing a copy of this magazine in your 
hands. Most of your milquetoast dic- 
tionaries contain only the briefest of 
entries for the aforementioned terms 
and nary a note concerning such 
colorful vulgarisms as poontang, 
bald-headed hermit and cluster fuck. 
No, you'd have to consult an erotic 
etymologist to learn anything about 
such obscenities notto mention such 
highfalutin indelicacies as gate 
swinger, buttered bun and brown 
berry. 


Mr. Richter, | am happy to report, 
is no shrinking violet but a serious 
student of salacious semantics. 
Language is not onlly a dictionary of 
prurient terms but an entertaining 
and highly readable analysis of the 
nature or idea of sexual language 
and how such language has been 
shaped by civilization and its discon- 
tents. Mr. Richter begins with an 
essay attempting a definition of the 
title and continues with a short dis- 
cussion on the development and 
variety of sexual discourse. The fol- 
lowing chapters take up the lan- 
guage of coitus, male and female 
sexual organs and other aspects of 
sexuality such as anal sex and mas- 
turbation with the avowed purpose of 
showing the manner in which ordi- 
nary language pervasively furnishes 
metaphors for describing and under- 
standing all things sexual. Perhaps 
even more fascinating, at least from 
a psychological standpoint, is just 
how much the reverse is true, that is 
just how replete our everyday par- 
lance is with metaphor based on 
sexual description. For the budding 
comedian and comic writer, it is al- 
most superfluous to add that this is 
an indispensable reference. Write to 
Box 611, Jefferson, North Carolina 
28640. 
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Hells Angels: Three Can Keep A Secret If Two Are Dead 
Yves Lavigne 
Lyle Stuart (1990) 


Little is known about Otto Friedli save for the fact 
that he founded the Hell's Angels Motorcycle Club 
in 1947 and then shortly thereafter formed the first 
chapter of the club in San Bernardino on March 17, 
1948. The name is purloined from a moniker 
favored by WW II fighter plane pilots who were in 
turn inspired by thetitular Howard Hughes film epic. 
A grinning winged death's head wearing a leather 
aviator's helmet becomes the group's aegis. 


Members are former pilots, bombardiers, 
navigators, gunners and pilots. They are a surly, 
hard-drinking lot with little respect for authority and 
they work overtime to cultivate a sleazy image. 
Decorating their colors with Nazi insignias, the rebel 
bikers roar through the state drinking, fighting and 
fucking. Word is allowed to get out that prospects, 
during initiation ceremonies, must allow themselves 
to be doused with buckets of urine and feces, then 
have a woman who has just been gang-banged sit 
on their face for an hour or so. If he hasn't gagged 
on his own vomit by this time, the hapless initiate 
must then service the club mascot, usually a dog. 


The media laps up these appalling antics, at- 
tempting to allay the growing fear on the part of the 
public by passing it off as a kind of post-war roman- 
tic rebellion. The newspapers and national 
magazines turn out several sympathetic pieces, and 
movies like The Wild One transmogrity the Angel's 
notoriety into a novel masculine mythos. 


A nineteen year old warehouseman named 
Sonny Barger joins the Angels in '56 and almost 
single handedly forms the Oakland chapter in the 
spring of '57. When founder Friedli is jailed in '58, 
the charismatic Barger is elected club president. 
One of Barger's first moves is to relocate the mother 
chapter from Bernardino to Oakland. The Angels 
continue to drink, fuck and raise hell under his 
guidance, but their exploits are relegated to the 
back pages ofthe papers if reported at all: the press 
is simply too enamored of the image of the biker as 
Prometheus to report the truth. 


This all changes as a result of a Labor Day run in 
Monterey on December 6 of 1964 when two young 
teenage girls run screaming to the cops about rape. 
Knowing a good story when they smell one, the 
press has a field day as forty-six angels are arrested 
and the four hairiest and most frightening members 
are finally charged with the crime. Never mind that 
the charges are eventually dropped, almost over- 
night the Hell's Angels have been transformed from 
heroic iconoclasts to depraved criminals. Barger 
and the Angels revel in their newfound notoriety. 


This little incident is not without its downside. 
Long financially unstable, the legal costs incurred 
in defending the criminal charges has pushed the 
club to the edge of extinction. Barger and some 
associates hit on the bright idea of selling speed to 
quickly recoup its losses. The Angels find a chemist 
who sells them the formula for methamphetamine 
and set up their own lab. Virtually overnight, the 
club starts making money hand over fist and just as 
quickly a desperate little venture is transformed into 
a large scale manufacturing and trafficking opera- 
tion. 


The Angels never look back. Barger, through a 
combination of charisma, street smarts and ruth- 
lessness begins to shape the Angels into a criminal 
enterprise that by the mid-Seventies encompasses 
all manner of illicit activity (including prostitution, 
white-slavery, gun-running and murder) and whose 
muscle rivals that of the Mafia. Barger ac- 
complishes this by dropping the morons and the 
uncontrollable psychopaths from the rosters and by 
expanding the club chapters from the mere six that 
existed in 1967 to sixty-seven just fourteen years 
later. Expansion is effected by "assimilating" other 
clubs. Most gangs "assimilate" willingly, others 
must suffer severe casualties before getting the 
message. New members as well as old are kept in 
line through intimidation and strict discipline, i.e. 
brutal beatings and/or bullets to the head. 


As with almost any business fueled by greed and 
run on fear, the boom didn't last too long. Rival 
gangs like The Pagans, Outlaws and Bandidos 
begin to take their slice of The Angels' rancid pie. 
Internal dissension among the Angels themselves 
causes innumerable problems with one chapter in 
North Quebec having to be liquidated. The elimina- 
tion of the most ferocious group in the Angel's 
organization makes it easier for other motorcycle 
clubs to recruit. Some members of the Angels, 
fearing they might be the next to be hit, run to the 
authorities for cover. 


Lavigne tells the whole sordid story in a breath- 
less rush in prose laced with obscenities, brutish 
phrases and incomplete sentences as if he were a 
turncoat biker desperately trying to get his story to 
you before the bricks and bullets come flying 
through the window. And as you're listening, 
crouched in the darkness, you begin to understand 
not only how things are done in the world of the 
beast, but how it feels, really feels to live out on the 
edge. It's not a pleasant feeling, nor is Hell's An- 
gels a pleasant read; it is however, a terrifying and 
repulsively fascinating one. 


Brutarian - Vol. 1 No. 3 


The Phantom's Ultimate Video Guide 
The Phantom Of The Movies 
Dell (1989) 


by Greg Goodsell 


To the jaded, it makes little sense to publish yet 
another directory of schlock and cult films available 
on video; additional reference books on this brand of 
cinema are superfluous and smack of "quick-buck- 
itis" on the part of journalists who find them an easy 
way to offer snide observations. The cynic who 
comes to this volume will be at first doubtful, then 
impressed and finally converted. The Phantom, 
whoever hides behind that moniker at The New York 
Daily News is a literate, keen-eyed critic with a 
cinematic knowledge worthy of James Agee. Doubt- 
less a big name columnist hiding behind a nom de 
plume, this phantom should unmask himself. His 
Video Guide is something to be proud of. 


Divided by film genres, the Video Guide lists films 
of a more recent variety, i.e. those most likely to be 
haunting video shelves at the present time, and as- 
signs them ratings with capsule reviews that for a 
change tell you everything you need to know about 
your prospective rental. Take for instance The 
Phantom's pithy observations on Orson Welles' The 
Lady From Shanghai (1948): "Welles' visually dizzy- 
ing pulp thriller packs enough perverse flourishes, 
including one character's all-consuming A-bomb 
paranoia, to camouflage the fact that the story isn't 
much." A controversial point of view to be sure, but 
one to inspire reassessment and debate. The Phan- 
tom will lavish considerable space on seemingly 
inconsequential pictures such as Programmed To 


Kill (1987) and Jack's Back (1988); the prevailing 
wisdom being that these are films that the reader 
hasn't seen but are worthy of a few hard-earned 
dollars. 


What differentiates this guide from countless 
others is its definitive directory of martial arts, combat 
and high adventure films in the "A is for Action (and 
Adventure)" chapter. The Phantom is perhaps the 
first critic to realize that the Jean Claude Van- 
Damme/Chuck Norris/Dolph Lundgren potboiler, 
with its low budgets and concentration on shock and 
spectacle, playing primarily to ethnic inner city 
audiences in combat zone theaters is what con- 
stitutes the last vestige of the exploitation film. 


At nearly 800 pages, The Phantom's Ultimate 
Video Guide is a dwarf star of a book effulgent with 
knowledge, humor and arcana. The author has an 
endless supply of new things to show and tell about 
this seemingly mined-out motherlode of cinema ex- 
otica. The only book extant to feature Harold Pinter's 
Betrayal (1983) alongside such titles as S/ave Girls 
From Beyond Infinity (1987), this tome languishes in 
semi-obscurity, doubtless the result of a well coor- 
dinated publicity smear campaign. Certainly had 
The Phantom been granted more deserved attention, 
Joe Bob Briggs and Michael Weldon would have long 
settled for real estate licenses. 
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GOOD NIGHT AT 5 A.M. 
by Dan Leavy 


Cruising western Connecticut, late, delirious, almost out of gas, it's 
hard to tell, the needle keeps jumping from full to empty, kind of 
like the owner. Hello, is Phil there? Phil who? Phil. Phil 
Mepockets. Why you rotten bastard, you, you fuck your own 
mother. Why don't you come down here and face me man to man. 
You fucking cocksucker. You, you, and a comedy of errors com- 
mencing in 1956. Building pizza parlors named after Shakespeare's 
worst character, finding oneself enmeshed in life's crotch with a 
connate curse. Noise from the engine compartment. Did I remem- 
ber to tie up that power steering hose? O, it’s just the fan hitting 
the front grille. No matter, I’ve got 98 cents left. Called up yesterday 
to find out the check would be five days late. Let's see, what excuse 
will I tell her this time? Did Dad do this? She calls me a pathological 
liar, but I'm only being creative. It's like if you believed the truth 
for one second you'd pull the trigger. Towns like Casher and Kent. 
C’mon for chrissake, this is ridiculous. Now crossing the Thames. 
Lost fifteen lbs the first week, 7 to 11. Living for Papa Gino's. They 
should change the word mall to hell. It wouldn't be that hard. Now 
entering The Crossroads Hell. Hell At The Crossing. The Rhode 
Island Hell. "I’m just a Coca Cola cowboy...” Yeah, take this bottle 
buddy and shove it up the Butsky Highway. And I yousta like C&W. 
That's 7 a.m. to 11 p.m. 

Nickname on the job: "lightening." 

Turn ons: quiet evenings at home, candlelight, puppies. 


Turn offs: rude people, smoking, small Irishman from Bflo. — »- 
DSS ALLEN 


This car gets milage. I filled up only ten miles ago. And Arthur said, 
"What's this mileage crap?" And I said, "I worked for a really big 
company once, and they paid it." I send it in anyway now, even 
though they don't pay it. A moral victory. Right. Another noise. 
Just the muffler. Or what's left. The car sounds kind of cool now. 
Just like they do on TV. Pulled up the first day on the job and Danny 
the foreman couldn't believe it. Said he never saw a whiteman drive 
a car like this. Said that he was expecting a brother. It is no 
coincidence that Boston and bigot begin with the same letter. Living 
with people from Boston. Should be the title of a book. And when 
I suggested a little caulking to an Irish carpenter from Dorchester 
(whose nickname was "Hammer ") who had just laid some offensive 
baseboard he responded, "If ya shod ip wi kooking In Iü-lan, yad be 
sacked da first day of di joob. " Where do they 8 these lyrics? "And 
he makes me feel bad, in a real good way . . ." Whaaaaaaaaat?! 
And I yousta like C&W. Can't open that beer i in 1 the back seat. Fear 
of God and Mother Theresa. Every car looks like a trooper. God it 
stinks. The wife and kid came down for a day. A day from mall. 
The baby kept waking up at the sound of the steam radiators. Crying, 
crying, crying. Talking her out of leaving at 3 a.m. Went to work 
at 5 a.m. Nice relaxing time. Yeah, living for the Bflo. Bills who 
lose by thirty points on Monday Night Football. Watch out Jünts. 
Who did invent tabletalk pies? Must have been Davinci or Somesuch. 
Maybe Sy Ross. A great innovator of his time. Called my boss, 
Arthur and asked him to bring me down a blanket. A blanket, I was 
sleeping on the couch with my clothes on. He forgot. The head of 
the Co. showed up and I damn near cut my finger off with a mat 
knife. He was very white. Can't wait to get home. Maybe they forgot 
to pay the rent again. God I love when the landlady comes down and 
Suss. acer tells me about her husband going off to work, he was only 59 years 
old and he never came back. I'll go out and celebrate at the bar where 
you have to stand on your chair to order a beer, because the 
bartender’s a midget. God, I love Connecticut, it’s beautiful. Almost 
home now. Goodnight at 5 a.m. 
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Brutarian Contributors 

Articles and artwork copyright 1991 by their respective authors unless 
otherwise noted. 

Gary Leib is a musical composer, illustrator, painter and the only one of our 
contributors who is not an alcoholic. Look for an upcoming color piece in 
Snake Eyes. His most recent show, produced with Doug Allen, was entitled, 
appropriately enough, Idiotland. It ran for twenty-four days at CB's 313 Gallery 
in NY. Then they took the pictures down. 


Greg Goodsell is a freelance writer living in Bakersfield, California. His latest 
effort, an interview with the Cramps, may or may not appear in the next issue 
of Brutarian depending on whether Greg opts for mass exposure or manifests 
innate coolness. 


Randy Palmer is from parts unknown and was once an integral part of Famous 
Monsters of Filmland. A fine writer, Randy, trusting no one, will only accept 
cash payment for his work. 


Steve Jeffries is a subtle, complex man of mystery who is something of an 
authority on garage and punk music. 


Flick Ford, at last report, had suffered the indignity of having Hawk Magazine 
jettison his Hell Date Chronicles in favor of something more onanistically 
inane. The rumor is however, that you can still get your monthly dose of L'il 
Miscreant in Hustler. 


Doug Allen draws Steven. Now he also makes puppets and T-shirts. And 
drinks. And plays in five rock and roll bands. And when he is not doing all of 
this, he drinks. 


Nick Bougas, a Renaissance type of guy, will hopefully continue to contribute 
his terrific satiric illustrations to our mag. If you haven't seen his film Death 
Scenes, you're really missing something. 


Joe Kolb is a freelance writer living in Minnesota. He was quite surprised to 
learn that we pay our contributors. 


Greg Suss is drawing strips again after a ten year battle with indifference. All 
we can say to this startling development is this: Greg, you're still only going 
to get paid the going rate. Epiphanies and renascences don't interest us, 
product does. 


Scott Cunningham is co-editor of WW 3, a very cool and socially correct 
magazine. 


Conrad Widener is a freelance writer and, as his review shows, a psychotronic 
film expert. 


Danny Leavy works for a living. 


Jarrett Huddleston wasn't really late again with his comic strip. It just "wasn't 
ready." Once again, this gave him the excuse to take over the editor's condo 
and peremptorily order all of us around while taking his sweet, goddamn time 
finishing his stinking, inconsequential and puerile cartoon. 


Dom Salemi had closed himself up and so had come to see all things through 
the narrow chinks of his cavern. But now his doors of perception are cleansed 
and everything appears to him as it is, infinite. 


Sandy Smiroldo still prefers to remain anonymous. Of course, if other 
publications refer to her as editor-in-chief, that's a different story. 


Call For 
Contributors 


Look, you're tired of having 
your genius go unrecog- 
nized. You'd like to have 
people you don't even 
know muttering about your 
scintillating prose, your 
profound insight, your 
coruscating wit, wouldn't 
you? Well here's your 
chance, send us your 
reviews, your fiction, your 
poetry, your messianic 
ravings. If we like 'em, we'll 
publish 'em, you'll become 
famous and get paid money 
which should come in pret- 
ty handy since your un- 
employment benefits are 
probably running out about 
now. So send us your stuff; 
we're tired of having to write 
most of this crap ourselves. 


CALL TO BRUTARIANETTES 


We've been accused of copping a misogynistic attitude. 


It's probably true, that's 


because we're men - big, stinking, sweaty, hairy, farting, belching men who like to go to 
public restrooms because it gives us a chance to walk through a door with our name on 
it. Obviously Sally Eckhoff and Claire Richards aren't the only living women capable of 
expressing an aggressively female point of view. C'mon gurls! We need your penetrat- 
ing insight into the mendacious convolutions of the patriarchy! We crave the power of 
your unnerving intuitions ripping the mask from the fulsome phallocracy! But mostly, 
we need to publish your material to assuage our masculine guilt, an obvious, patronizing, 


conciliatory gesture typical of our sex. 
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PUBLICATION DENIAL NOTIFICATION 
TITLE OF PUBLICATION _Brutarian V1 N1 (Odium Enterprises) 


The above publication has been reviewed and denied in accordance with 
Section 3.9 of the TDCJ Rules and Regulations for the reason(s) checked 
below: 


О (a) Publication contains contraband. 

O (b) Publication contains information regarding the manfacture of 
explosives, weapons or drugs. 

L] (c) Publication contains material that a reasonable person would 
construe as written solely for the purpose of communicating 
information designed to achieve a breakdown of prisons through 
inmate disruption such as strikes or riots. 

I] (а) A specific factual determination has been made that the publica- 
tion is detrimental to prisoner's rehabilitation because it 
would encourage deviate criminal sexual behavior. 

LJ (е) Publication contains material on the setting up and operation 
of criminal schemes or how ro avoid detection of criminal 

schemes by lawful authorities charged with the responsibility 
for detecting such illegal activity. 


REMARKS. Page 10 contains graphic depiction of men engaging in homosexual 
activity. -—-————————————9 
(Qualifies for clipping. Page 10 [1 раде].) 

If there is a desire to appeal the rejection of the aforementioned 

publication, this may be accomplished by writing to the Director's 

Review Committee, P.O. Box 99, Huntsville, Texas 77340. The appeal 

must be mailed so as to arrive at the Texas Department of Criminal 


Justice, Institutional Division, within two (2) weeks of the date 
shown below 


MAIL SYSTEM COORDINATORS PANEL 


— November 18, 1991. 1 1. 
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Arlington VA 22202-9998 
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VIDEO VAULT 


Your Alternative Video Store 


RENTAL BY MAIL 


Offering the largest Selection of 
PSYCHOTRONIC movies in America! 
Now these movies are available 
no matter where you live! 


Call For Info! 
1-800-VAU L1I-6G 


(1-800-828-5866) 
TOLL FREE! 
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MOVIES FOR SALE 
OUR MOVIES ARE FACTORY BOXED 


DOPES BUY DUPES!!! 
DON'T BE DUPED tt! 


1,000's to choose from !!! 
wÑ 
GEORGETOWN 


1015 Wisconsin Ave. N.W. Wash., D.C. 20007 (202) 625-0605 
706 Duke ST. Alex., VA 22314 (703) 549-8848 
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